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MEN. 


G-  <• 


Sons  to  the  King^ 
"Two  Generals^ 


r> 


Duncan  King  ^Scotland, 

Malcolm, 

Donalbain, 

Macbeth, 

Banquo, 

'MacdufF,  Governor  ^Fyfe,  ? 

RolTe,. 

Lenox, 

Angus, 

Caithnefs, 

Fleance,  Son  to  Banquo, 

Seyward,  General  of  the  Engllfli  Forces^ 
Young  Seyward,  his  Son^ 

Seyton,  an  Officer  atte7idinz  on  Macbeth. 
Ddftor,  / 

Old  Man.  . _ 


> Noblemen^ 


t ••  r ’ 
i J-  . < 


WOMEN. 

L,ady  Macbeth, 

Waiting-Woman,'  . ■ > ■ ' ' ' ' 

Hecate,  . • . ■ ' ; 

Three  fpeaking  Witches,  ' ' ' , ' , , 

Several  finging  Witches. 

Ladies  'and  Gentlemen  Attendants,  Officers,  Sol- 
diers, Murderers,  Ghojls,  &c. 

The  SCENE  lyes  all  thro’  the  Play  in  Scotland, 
chiefly  at  ma  chetlh  Calile. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE,  an  open  7lace.  \Stage  darkr\ 

Jt  rains ^ thtmders^  and  lightens,  "Three  Witches  rife 

feparatelj, 

I  IVltch, 

HEN  lhall  we  three  meet  again 
In  thunder,  lightning,  and  in  rain  ? 

2 IV , When  the  hurly-burly’s  done  \ 
When  the  battle’s  loft  and  won. 

3 IV . That  will  be  ere  fet  of  fun : 

1 IV.  Where’s  the  place  ? 

2 TV,  Upon  the  heath. 

3 IV , There  we’ll  go  to  meet  Macbeth — — 

Jhriek  heard,~\ 

1 JV.\  come,  I come,  Grimalkin — 

2 IV,  Padocke  calls anon; 

^ All,  Fair  is  foul ; and  foul  is  fair  ; 

Hover  through  the  fog,  and  filthy  air. 


A 


\Tbey  •vanijlh'^l 
SCENE 
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M C B E r H. 


SCENE  changes  to  aTalace  <^/.Foris.  \_Stage  iightr\ 

m 

Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  and  attendants^ 

meeting  Seyton  'with  his  arm  in  a fcarf. 

0 

King.  What  \Younded  man  is  that?  He  can  report, 

As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newefl  flate. 

Mah  This  is  the  valiant  Seyton, 

Who,  like  a good  and  hardy  foldier,  fought 

To  fave  my  liberty. Hail  worthy  friendl 

Say  to  the  King  the  knowledge  of  the  broil, 

As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Sey.  Doubtful  long  it  flood  : 

As  two  fpent  fwimmers  that  do  cling  together, 

And  choke  their  art : The  mercilefs  Macdonald ^ 

Worthy  to  be  a rebel,  (for  to  that 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  weflerii  ifles 
-Of  Kernes  and  Gallo'W'GIaffes  was  fupply’d; 

And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarry  fmiling, 

Shew’d  like  a rebel’s  whore.  But  all  too  weak  : 

For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deferves  that  name) 

Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandilli’d  fleel 
(Which  fmoak’d  with  bloody  execution) 

Like  valour’s  minion,  carved  out  his  paflage, 

^Till  he  had  fac’d  the  flave; 

Who  ne’er  fliook  hands,  nor  bade  farew^el  to  him, 


Till 
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Till  he  unfeamM  him  from  the  nave  to  th’  chops, 

And  fix’d  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

King.  Oh,  valiant  coufin  ! worthy  gentleman  ! 

Sey,  Howe’er,  this  day-break  of  our  vi(R:ory 
Serv’d  but  to  light  us  into  greater  dangers  ; 

For  from  that  fpring,  whence  comfort  feeni’d  to  flow, 

Difcomfort  TweH’d. Mark,  King  Scotland^  mark! 

No  fooner  juftice  had,  with  valour  arm’d, 

Compell’d  thefe  ikipping  Kernes  to  truft  their  heels, 

f 


But  the  Norweyan  lord,  furveying  vantage, 

With  furbifli’d  arms,  and  new  fupplies  of  men, 

Began  a frefli  aflault.  ‘ 

King.  Difmay’d  not  this  our  Generals 
Macbeth  and  Banquo  f 
Sey.  Oh,  yes. 

As  fparrows,  eagles  •'  or  the  hare,  the  lion. 

If  I fay  Tooth,  I mufl:  report,  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharg’d  • with  double  cracks 
So  they  redoubled  ftrokes  upon  the  foe : 

Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 

Or  memorize  another  Golgotha^ 

I cannot  tell 

But  I am  faint  • my  galhes  cry  for  help.- — “ 

King^  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds : 
They  fmack  of  honour  both. — —Go,  get  him  furgeons. 

\JElxit  Sey  ton  attended. 


But  who  comes  here  ? 


MaL 


^ M.A  C B E T H. 

Mai.  The  worthy  Tha?2e  of  RoJJe. 

Len.  What  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes  ? 

Enter  RoTe  and  Angus  ha  fitly  ^ who  kneel, 

RoJJe.  God  fave  the  King! 

King,  Whence  cam^ll  thou,  wortliy  Tnane  f 
RojJe.  From  great  King, 

Where  the  Norzveyan  banners  flout  the  Iky, 

And  fan  our  people  cold. 

Norway  himfelf  (with  numbers  terrible) 

AlTifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  traitor, 

The  Thane  of  Cawdor^  ’gm  a difmal  conflici:; 

’Till  that  Bellona’s  bride-groom,  bold  Macbeth, 

Confronted  him  with  felf-comparifons,  ^ 

Point  againft  point  rebellious,  arm  gainft.  arm, 

Curbing  his  lavilh  fpirit.  To  conclude, 

The  victory  fell  on  us. 

King,  Great  happinefs ! 

Rofe.  Now  Sweno,  Nor-wafs  King,  craves  compofition; 
Tsor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 

’Till  he  disburfed,  at  Saint  Cohnes-hill  ifle. 

Ten  thoufand  dollars  to  our  GeneraFs  ufe. 

Kin(r,  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  lhall  deceive 
Our  bofom  inFreft.  Go,  pronounce  his  death. 

And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth, 

RoJJe,  rll  fee  it  done.  [Ex/V.] 

King,  What  he  hath  loft,  nohlc  Macbeth  has  v^oi\[E)ceu?it.] 

SCENE 


M .A  C B E r H. 
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SCENE  changes  to  a Heath,  [^Stage  dark,^ 
Thunder^  &cc,  the  three  Witches  rife  again, 

\ IV.  Where  haft  thou  been,  fifter? 

2 JV,  Killing  Twine. 

3 IV . Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

1 IV,  A Tailor’s  wife  had  cheTnuts  in  her  lap ; 

And  mounch’d,  and  mounch’d,  and  mounch’d. Give 

me,  quo’  I. 

Aroint  thee,  witch!  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cry’d. 

Her  husband’s  to  Aleppo  gone,  mafter  o’  th’  Tyger: 

But  in  a fieve  I’ll  thither  fail. 

And,  like  a rat  without  a tail, 

I’ll  do I’ll  do and  I’ll  do. 

2 IV,  I’ll  give  thee  a wind. 

I IV,  Thou  art  kind. 

3 IV,  And  I another. 

I IV.  I myfelf  have  all  the  other  ; 

And  the  very  points  they  blow; 

‘ All  the  quarters  that  they  know 

r the  Ihip-man’s  card. 

I’ll  drein  him  dry  as  hay; 

Sleep  ihall  neither,  night  nor  day, 

Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid; 

He  ihall  live  a man  forbid ; 

Weary  fev’nights,  nine  times  nine, 


Shall 
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Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine; 

Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft. 

Yet  it  lhall  be  temp  eft- toft  ; 

Look,  what  I have. 

2 fV,  Shew  me. 

3 Shew  me. 

I  IV.  Here,  I have  a pilot^s  thumb, 

Wreck’d  as  homeward  he  did  come.  \_Dnim  heard  within*^ 

3 IV.  A drum,  a drum  1 

Macbeth  doth  come  1 

IV.  The  weird  fifters,  hand  in  hand, 

Pofters  of  the  fea  and  land, 

Thus  do  go  about,  about; 

1 IV.  Thrice  to  thine. 

2 IV.  And  thrice  to  thine. 

3 JV.  And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 

I JV.  Peace! the  charm’s  wound  up. 

A march  heat.  Enter  Macbeth  and  Ban  quo. 

Mach.  Command  they  make  a halt  upon  the  heath.-- 
So  fair  and  foul  a day  I have  n’t  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is’t  call’d  to  Forisf What  are  thefe. 

So  wither’d,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire, 

That  look  not  like  the  earth’s  inhabitants. 

And  yet  are  on’t  ? Live  you  I or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  queftion  ? You  feem  to  underftand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 


On 
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On  her  fidnny  lips  j You  iliould  be  women,- 

And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret  fo.— 

Mach,  Speak,  if  you  can, What  are  you  ? 

1 PF.  Alhhail,  Macbeth  \ hail  to  thee,  of  Glamls\ 

2 hF,  All-hail,  Macbethl  hail  to  thee,  Thane  o£  Cawdor  I 

3 hF.  All- hail,  Macbethl  thou  Hialt  be  King  hereafter. 
Ban,  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  Hart  ? and  feein  to  dread 

events 

That  found  fo  fair? -F  th’  name  of  truth. 

Are  ye  fantaflical?  or  that  indeed  \To  the  Witches 
Which  outwardly  ye  iliew  ? My  noble  partner  here 
I You  greet  with  prefent  grace,  and  Grange  prediaion 
i Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope  ^ 

To  me  you  fpeak  not. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  time. 

And  fay  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not; 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  your  favour. 

Nor  fear  your  hate. 

1 W,  Hail! 

2 W.  Hail! 

3 W,  Hail! 

1 W,  Teller  than  Macbeth ^ yet  greater. 

2 W,  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3 W,  Thou  ihalt  get  Kings,  though  thou  hialt  ne^er  be 

one. 


— So  all-hail,  Macbeth  and  Bajtquo  ! 
All  W,  Ban  quo  and  Macbeth^  all- hail ! 


Macb. 
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Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfefl  fpeakers  ; tell  me  more: 

By  Sinel's  death  I know  Tin  Thane  of  Glaniis ; 

But  how  of  Cawdor  f while  that  Thane -^0,1  lives, 

A profp’rous  gentleman  j and,  to  be  King, 

Stands  not  within  the  profpect  of  belief, 

No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.  Say,  from  whence 
You  owe  this  flrange  intelligence  I or  why, 

Upon  this  blafted  heath,  you  flop  our  way 

With  fuch  prophetick  greeting? Speak,  I charge  you. 

\_Exei{nt  fVitches.~\ 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has  j 
And  thefe  are  of  ’em.  Whither  are  they  vanifh’d  ? 

Mach.  Into  the  airj  and  what  feem’d  corporal 

Melted  like  breath  into  the  wind 

Would  they  had  flaid  ! 

Ban.  Were  fuch  things  here  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 

Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  root, 

That  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb,  Your  children  fhall  be  Kings. 

Ban.  You  fhall  youiTelf  be  King. 

Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too  ! Went  it  not  fo  ? 

Ban.  To  th’  felf-fame  tune  and  words.  Who’s  here  ? 

Efiter  Rohe  a?td  Angus, 

Rojfe.  The  King  hath  happily  receiv’d,  Macbetlj, 

The  news  of  thy  fuccefs  j and  when  he  reads 
Thy  pers’nal  venture  in  the  rebel’s  fight, 


His 
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His  wonders  and  his  praifes  do  contend 

Which  Ihould  be  thine,  or  his. Silenc’d  with  that, 

In  viewing  o’er  the  reft  o’  th’  felf-fame  day, 

He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  ranks, 

Nothing  afraid  of  what  thyfelf  didft  make, 

Strange  images  of  death  ! As  thick  as  hail 
Came  poft  on  poftj  and  ev’ry  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom’s  great  defence, 

And  pour’d  ’em  down  before  him, 

Ang,  We  are  fent, 

To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  Mafter,  thanks. 

Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight ; 

Not  pay  thee. 

Rojfe.  And,  for  an  earneft  of  a greater  honour, 

He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor: 

In  which  addition,  hail,  moft  worthy  Thane  ! 

Ban^  What ! can  the  Devil  fpeak  true  \ 

Mach,  The  Thane  of  Cazvdor  lives ; 

Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrow’d  robes  ? 

Ang,  Who  was  the  Thane  lives  yet ; 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life, 

Which  he  deferves  to  lofe.  Whether  he  was 
Combin’d  with  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage ; or  that  with  both 
He  labour’d  in  his  country’s  wreck,  we  know  not; 
Buttreafons  capital,  confefs’d,  andprov’d, 

Have  overthrov/n  him. 


B 
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Mach,  Glamis\  md  Thane  of  Cawdor  \ 

The  greatefl:  is  behind. Thanks  for  your  pains. 

. [7b  Angus.] 

Do  you  not  hope  your  children  fhall  be  kings  ? 

[7o  Ban  quo.] 

When  thofe,  that  gave  to  me  the  Thane  of  Cawdor, 
Promis’d  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban,  That  trufted  home, 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 

As  well  as  Thane  of  Cawdor, ’Tis  ftrange 

But  often  times,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 

The  inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truth,* 

Vv^in  us  with  honed  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deeped  confequence 

Coufins,  a w’ord,  I pray. — [7?  Rode  and  Angus, 

retire  with  him.  ] 

Mach,  Two  truths  are  told, 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  fwelling  act 
Of  the  imperial  theme. 

This  fupernatural  folliciting 

Cannot  be  ill ; cannot  be  good. If  ill, 

Why  hath  it  giv’n  me  earned  of  fuccefs. 

Commencing  in  a truth  : Pm  Thane  of  Cawdor 

if  good ; why  do  I yield  to  that  fuggedion, 

Whofe  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair. 

And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 

Againd  the  ufe  of  nature?  Prefent  feats 

Afe 
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Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings. 

Fortune  methinks,  (which  rains  down  honour  on  me) 

Seems  to  rain  blood  too. But  thefe  are  dreams. 

Ba/h  Look,  how  our  partners  rapt  1 [^^^0 

Mack  If  chance  will  have  me  King;  why,  chance  may- 
crown  me 
Without  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him,  1 

Like  new  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould,  ^ uc^fule. 
But  by  the  aid  of  ufe.  i 

Mach.  Come  what  come  may ; 

Patience  and  time  run  through  the  roughed  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth^  we  wait  upon  your  leifure. 

Mach.  Give  me  your  favour:  My  dull  brain  was  wrought 
With  things  forgot.  Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regifter’d,  where  every  day  I turn 

The  leaf  to  read  them.  Let  us  toward  the  King 

Think  upon  what  hath  chanc’d;  and  at  more 
time, 

(The  interim  having  weigh’d  it)  we  will  impart  " j^fide. 
Our  mutual  judgments  to  each  other’s  breads. 

Ban.  Very  gladly.  J 

Mach.  ’Till  then  enough- Come,  friends.  \_Eseunt.~l 


SCENE 


12  MACBETH. 


SCENE  the  Talace,  [^Stage  light ^ 

'Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbaln,  Macduff^  Lenox,  ani 

attendants. 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  yet? 

MaL  My  liege,  your  officers 
Are  not  come  back.  But  I have  fpoke 
With  one  that  faw  him  die,  who  did  report, 

That  very  frankly  he  confefsM  his  treafons  ,• 

ImplorM  your  Highnefs’  pardon,  and  fent  forth 
A deep  repentance;  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it.  He  died 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  his  death. 

To  throw  away  the  dear  eft  thing  he  ownM, 

As  ^twere  a carelefs  trifle. 

King,  There  is  no  art 

To  find  the  mind's  conftruftion  in  the  face  : 

He  was  a gentleman  on  whom  I built 
An  abfolute  truft, 

\ 

E?Uer  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Rofle,  and  Angus,  who  kneeh 

O worthieft  coufin  ! 

The  fm  of  my  ingratitude,  e'en  now. 

Lyes  heavy  on  me.  Thou  art  fo  far  before, 

That  fwifteft  Wing  of  recompence  is  flow 
To  overtake-thee.  Would  thou  hadftlefs  deferv’d. 


That 
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That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
IVlight  have  been  mine  ! only  I’ve  left  to  fay, 

More  is  thy  due,  even  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I owe. 

In  doing  pays  itfelf.  Your  Highnefs’  part 

Is  to  receive  our  duties  j and  our  duties 

Are  to  your  throne  and  ftate,  children  and  fervants  ; 

Which  do  but  what  they  fhould,  in  doing  evTy  thing 

Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

King,  Welcome  hither  ; 

We  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 

To  advance  thy  growth And  noble  Banqiio^  too^ 

Thou  hall:  no  lefs  defervM  ,•  let  me  enfold, 

And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban,  There  (if  I grow) 

The  harvefl  is  your  own. ' 

King,  My  plenteous  joys, 

Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  offorrow. Sons,  kinfmen.  Thanes^ 

f 

And  you  whofe  places  are  the  neareft,  know 
We  will  eftablifh  our  eftate  upon 
Our  eldeft,  Malcolm^  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland : which  honour  mull 
Not  unaccompanied  inveft  him  only ; 

But  figns  of  noblenefs,  like  {Jars,  ihall  ihine 

On  all  defervers. -Hence  to  Invernefs^ 

And  bind  us  further  to  you# 

lAacbi 
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Mach,  The  reft  is  labour,  Sir,  which  isn’t  us'd  for  you? 
ril  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  glad 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach; 

So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

King.  My  worthy  Cawdor  ! 

Mach.  The  Prince  o^Cumherland\ — thatlsaftep 
On  which  I muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o’er-leap, 


*^Ajidc. 


For  in  my  way  it  lyes. Stars ! hide  your  fires ! 

Let  no  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires ; 

Eye  ! wink  at  the  hand  ! yet  let  that  be. 

Which. the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.  j 

King.  True,  worthy  / he  is  full  fo  valiant. 

And  in  his  commendation  I am  fed, 

It  is  a banquet  to  me. Let^s  after  him, 

Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  Jbid  us  welcome. 

Oh  1 he^s  a peerlefs  kinfman. [Epicynt.'^ 


SCENE  a?i  Apartment  in  Macbeth V Cajile  at 

Invernefs. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  with  a Letter, 

. La.M.^p^HEY  met  me  on  the  day  of  fuccefs ; and  I have 
learn'" d^  hy  the  perfeflejl  report,  that  they  have  more 
than  ricrial  knowledge  in  ’c;;2.  * IVhen  I burnt  in  defire  to  que- 
fiion  them  further,  they  vanijh^d  into  air  : TVhile  I food  rapt  in 
wonder  at  it,  came  pnijfives  from  the  Ki?tg,  who  all  haiPd  me 

Thane 
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Thane  <?/ Cawdor  j by  which  title  the  had  before 

fainted  me,  and  referred  me  to  the  coming  on  of  time,  with.  Hail, 
King  that  lhalt  be  1 This  have  I thought  good  to  deliver  thee  {yny 
dearejl  fartner  of  greatnefs')  that  thou  mighffl  not  lofe  the  dues 
^f  rejoicing,  by  being  ignorant  of  what  is  fromis\i  thee.  Lay 
it  to  thy  heart,  and  farewel, 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor and  /halt  be 

What  thou  art  promisM.  Yet  do  I fear  thy  nature  ; 

It  is  too  full  o'  th'  milk  of  human  kindnefs, 

To  catch  the  nearefl  way.  Thou  would’!!  be  great  j 
Art  not  without  ambition  j but  without 
• The  illnefs  fhould  attend  it.  What  thou  would!!  highly, 
That  would!!  thou  holily ; would!!  not  play  falie. 

And  yet  would!!  wrongly  win. Hie  thee  hither, 

That  I may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thine  ear. 

And'  chaftife,  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue, 

All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round, 

Which  fate  and  metaphyfical  aid  doth  feem 
To  crown  thee  with. 

Enter  Mejfenger, 

What's  your  tidings  ? 

Mef  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

La.  M,  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it. 

Is  not  thy  m after  with  him  ? who,  were't  fo, 

Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mef,  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  ; our  Thane  is  coming. 

One 
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One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him; 

Who  (almofl:  dead  for  breath)  could  fcarce  make  up  | 

Enough  t^  unfold  his  meflage.  i 

La,  M,  Give  him  tending ; j 

He  brings  great  news. Mef,']  ' 

There's  mufick  in  the  raven's  voice, 

I 

That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan  \ 

' i 

Under  my  battlements. Come,  allyefpirits  j 

I 

That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here  j 
Fill  me,  from  crown  to  th'  toe,  topful 
Of  direft  cruelty ; make  thick  my  blood  ; 

Stop  up  th’  accefs  and  padage  to  remorfe. 

That  no  compun^ious  vifitings  of  nature 

Shake  my  fell  purpofe. Come  to  my  woman's  breads^  • 

And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  ye  murd'ring  miniflers ! 

Where'er  in  fightlefs  fubftances 

You  wait  on  nature's  mifehief And  thou,  thick  night!- 

Come,  pall  thee  in  the  dunned  fmoke  of  hell. 

That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes,  ^ 

Nor  heav'n  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 

To  cry,  Hold I hold  ! 

Enter  Macbeth  hajlily. 

Great  Glaiius ! vionhy.Cawdor  1 \_Enihrac'tng  hinu~\ 

Greater  than  both  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  ! 

Thy  letters  have  tranlported  me  beyond 
Th'  ignorant  preient  time,  and  1 feel  now 


The 
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The  future  in  the  inftant.*  , < 

Mach.  Dear  eft  love ! ‘ ' 

Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

La,  M.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Mach,  To-morrow,  as  he  purpofes* 

La,  M,  O never, 

Never  fliall  fun  that  morrow  fee  !— n — - 
Your  face,  my  Thane ^ is  as  a book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters.  To  beguile  the  time 
Look  like  the  time  j bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 

Your  hand,  your  tongue  ; look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  ferpent  under ’t.  He,  that’s  coming, 

Muft  be  provided  for  j and  you  Ihall  put 
This  night’s  great  bufinefs  into  my  dilpatch, 

Which  Ihall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fov’reign  fway  and  mafterdoin.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  before  Macbeth V caftlc-gate* 

Enter  YJmg,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Banquo,  Macduff;  Le-^ 
nox,  Rofle,  Angus,  and  attendants. 

King.  This  Caftle  hath  a pleafant  feat  \ the  air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unto  our  gentle  fenfes* 

Ban,  This  gueft  of  fummer,  ' - 

The  temple  haunting  martlet,  does  approve, 

By  his  lov’d  mafonry,  that  heav’n’s  breath 
Smells  vvooingly  here.  No  jutting  frize, 

G • Biu- 
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Buttrice,  orcoigne  of ’vantage,  but  tli’is  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procrcant  cradle  : 
Where  they  mod:  breed  and  haunts  I ha[ve  obfer\''d,* 

The  air  is  delicate.  . « 

E?iter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Kin(r,  See,  fee!  ouT  honour’d  hoftefs !-  ■ 

The  love  that  follows  us'  fometimes  "is  our  trouble, 
Which  Hill  we  thank  as  love.  Hercm  1 teach  you 
How  you  {hous'd  h\d  Cod-ey/J  us  for  your  pa'ms, 

And  thank  us  for  yoiir  trouble.  ' , 

La.  M.  All  our  fervice 

(In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double) 
Were  poor  and  barren  gratitude  for  thofe 
Deep  honours  wherewith  your  majelly  does  load 

Our  houfe. For  dignities  of  old  and  later  date, 

We  reft  your  humble  debtors . 

King:  Where’s  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  ? 

We  cours’d  h'lm  at  the  heels,'  and  had  a purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor  : but  he  rides  well, 

And  Ills  great  love  .(^^rp  as  his  fpur)  hath  help  d him 
Home  before  us.  Fair  and  noble  hoftefs. 

We  are  your  guefls  to-night.  . . 

La.  M.  Your  fervants  ever,, 

Have  theirs,  themfelves,  and  wdiat  is  theirs  in  compt, 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highnefs  pleafurej 
5 till  to,  re  turn  your  owm. 
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I^ing.  Give  me  your  hand, 

Conduft  me  to  mine  hofl; ; we  love  him  highly, 

And  fliall  continue  our  affeftion  to  him  : 

By  your  leave,  hoftefs.  \_Exeunt  into  the  caflJe.'\ 

I 

. f- 

, SCENE  a7i  apartmcfit  jn  the  cafile*^  ^ 

E?iter  yhchtlh.  mufing,  - w * • 

Mach.  If  it  were  dons  when  done,  then  hwere^\yeli  . 
'Twere  done  quickly:  If  th'  aflalTination 
Could  tramel  up  the  confequence,  and  catch 
With  its  furceafe  fuccefs/that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 

Ev’n  here,  upon  this  bank  and  Ihoal  of  time, ^ 

We’d  jump  the  life  to  come But,  in  thefe  cafes, 

We  hill  have  judgment  here,  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  mftruc1:ions,  which  (being  taught)  recoil 
To  plague  th’  inventor.  Even-handed  juflice 
Returns  th’  ingredients  of  our  poifon’d  chalice  ' 

To  our  own  lips. He’s  here  in  double  trull: 

Firh,  as  lam  his  kinfman  and  his  fubje£l; 

Strong  both  againll  the  deed  j then,  as  his  hoH, 

Who  Ihould  againll  his  murd’rer  Ihut  the  door, 

Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.  Befides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  born  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  dear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
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Will  plead,  like  angels,  trumpet-tongu’d  againll  . 1 

The  deep  damnation  of  his  tiking  off  ; • ; 

And  pity,  like  a naked  nevv-born  babe  • ' 

Striding  the  blaft,  or  heav’n’s  cherubim  hors’d 
Upon  the  fightlefs  courfers  of  the  air, 

Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  ev’ry  eye, 

That  tears  fliall  drown  the  wind 1 have  no  fpur 

To  prick  the  Tides  of  my  intent  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o’erleaps  itfelf, 

And  falls'  on  th’  other Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth.  . J 

La,  M,  'Tis  I.  * 

Mach,  How  now  ? What  news  ? ' 

La.  M,  He’s  almoft  flipp’d ; why  have  you  left  the 
^ chamber  ? - 

f 

Mach,  Hath  he  ask’d  for  me  ? 

► 

• -I  » - 

La,  M,  Know  you'fiot  he  has  ? ‘ 

Mach,  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufinels. 

He  hath  honour’d  me  of  latej  and  I have  bought 

t 

Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 

Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newefl  glofs, 

Not  cafl  afide  fo  foon. 

La^  M,  Was  the  hope  drunk 
Wherein  you  dred  yourfcif  ? Hath  it  flept  fince  ? 

And  wakes  it  now  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freelj^  ? From  this  time 

, Such 
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Such  I account  thy  love.  Art  thoii  afraid  ■ 

To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  a£t  and  valour  ' : 

As  thou  art  in  defire  Wouldft  thou  have  that  - • 

Which  thou  efleem’ft  the  ornament  of  life, 

And  live  a coward  in  thine  own  efteem  I 

Letting  I dare  not  wait  upon  I would^  ■ ‘■ 

Like  the  poor  cat  f tlf  adage.  - ^ 

Macb,  Pr’ythee,  peace:  ‘ ’ “ ^ ' 

I dare  do  all  that  may  become  a man  j ' • ” ' 

Who  dares  do  more  is  hone^  ■'  " 

La,  M,  What  bcafl  was’t  then 
That  made  you  break  this'enterprize  to  me  ? 

f f 

When  you  durft  do  it,'  then  you  were  a man,*  ‘ 

And  (to  be  more  than  what  you'were)  you  would 
Be  fo  mMch  more  the  man:  Nor  tirhe  nor  place  * 
Did  then  cohere,  and  yet  you’d  make  ’eni  both  ; 

They’ve  made  themfelves,  and  this  their  litnefs  now 

Does  unmake  you. 1 have  giv’n  fuck,  and  know 

How  tender  ’tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me, 

I would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 

Have  pluck’d  my  nipple  from  its  bohelefs  gums, 

And  dalh’d  its  brains  out,  had  I lb  fworn 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb,  If  we  ihould  fail ! 

La,  M,  How  fail  I 

Raife  but  your  courage  to  the  proper  pitch,  • 

And  we’ll  not  fail.  When  Duncan  is  afleep, 
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(Whereto  his  hard  day's  journey  foundly  will  ‘ * 

Invite  him)  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I with  wine  and  waflel  fo  evince,. 

That  memory  (the  w^der  of  the^brain)  • / , 

Shall  be  a fume,  and  the. receipt  of.  reafon 
A limbeck  onlyj  then  when  in  fwinifh  fleep  = . 

Their  drenched  natures  lye,  .(as  in  a death) 

What  cannot  you  and  I perform- upon 

Th*  unguarded  Duncan  f What  not  impole  upon  < ^ 

His  fpongy  officers,  who  ihall  bear  all  the  guilt : 

Mach,  Bring  forth  men-children  only  ! . 

For  thy  undaunted, fpirit  fliould, compofe  , ' 

Nothing  but  males.  . Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 

, When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  the  fleepy  grooms/ 
And  us’d  their  very  daggers,  that  they  have  don’t?  , ,, 

La.  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  other?  efpecially  .. , 

s , • 

As  we  fhall  make  our  griefs  and  cl^our  roar 

> f • 

Upon  his  death : ^ 1 - 

Mach,  I’m  fettled;^  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat.  . , 

Away,  and  mockvthe  time  with  faired  iliow,  ' . ' 
Falfe  face  mud  hide  what  the  falfedieart  doth. know. 

\^E>ieunt^ 

4 
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A C T II. 


SCENE  a hall.  {Stage  dark.'] 

£«/^rBanquo  and  Fleznce  ivith  a candle. 

Ban^uo* 

O W goes  the  night,  boy  \ 

Fie.  The  moon  is  down,  Sir;  and 
I’ve  not  heard  the  clock. 

Ban.  Then  ftie  goes  down  at  twelve. 
■Fie.  I take’t  ’tis  later,  Sir. 

/ 

Ban.  A heavy  fummons  lyes  like  lead  upon  me, 

And  yet  I would  not  fleep-  Who  s there  \ 

' Enter  Macbeth  and  a fervant  'iidth  a candle^ 

Mach.  A friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ? The  King’s  a-bed : 
He’s  been  to-night  in  moft  unufual  pleafure, 

And  fent  great  largefs  to  your  officers  ; 

This  diamond  he  greets  your  wile  withal. 

By  the  obliging  name  of  moft  kind  hoftefs. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar’d.  Sir, 

Our  wills  became  the  fervants  to  defeft. 
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Which  elfe  fhould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban,  Alfs  well. 

I drcam'd  lad  night  of  the  three  weird  fillers: 

To  you  they  have  fliewn  fome  truth. 

Mach,  I think  not  of  ^em  : 

Yet,  when  you  have  a vacant  hour  or  two,  » 

We’ll  fpend  it  in  fome  words  upon  that  bufincfs. 

Ban,  At  your  bed  Icifure,  Sir. 

Mach,  If,  (when  the  prophecy  begins  to  work) 

\ou  will  adhere  to  me,  it  diall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I lofe  none 
In  feeking  to  augment  it, 

I Ihall  be  counfelf  d. 

Mach.  A good  repofe  the  while  ! 

# 

Ban,  Thanks,  Sir ) the  like  to  you. 

‘ Banquo  ^;;t/Fleance.] 

Mach.  Go,  bid  your  midrefs,  when  fhe  is  undred, 

To  drike  the  clofet-bell,  and  Til  to  bed.  \_Esit  fervant.~\ 

Is  this  a dagger  which  I fee  before  me  ? 

The  hilt  draws  tow’rd  my  hand Come,  let  me  clutch 

thee. 

t 

I have  thee  not,-^ — and  yet  I fee  thee  dill. 

Art  thou  nor,  fatal  vifion ! fenfible 
To  feeling,  as  to  fight?  or  art  thou  but 
A dagger  of  the  mind  ? a falfe  creation 

Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppreded  brain  ? 

I fee  thee  j'et,  in  form  as  palpable 
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As  this  which  now  I draw 

■ ' 

Thou  marfharft  me  the  way  that  I was  going  j 
And  fuch  an  inftrument  I was  about  to  ufe — 

My  eyes  are  made  the  fools  ohh’other  fenfes, 

Or  elfe  worth  all  the  refl: 1 fee  thee  flill ; 

And  on  thy  blade  and  dudgeon  gouts  of  blood, 

That  were  not  fo  before. There's  no  fuch  thing; 

It  is  the  bloody  bufmefs  which  thus  informs 

My  eye-fight Now  o'er  one  half  the  world 

Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
The  curtain'd  fleep  j now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate*s  off  rings,  and  wither'd  murder, 

Alarm’d  by  his  night-centinel,  the  wolf, 

(Whofe  howl 's  his  watch)  thus  with  ftealthy  pace. 
And  Tar^uin^s  ravifhing  ftrides,”  towards  his  defign 

Moves  like  a ghofl r-Thou  found  and  firm»fet  earth 

Hear  not  my  fteps,  feel  not  my  tread,  for  fear 
Thy  very  (tones  (hou’d  check  my  purpofe. 

And  take  the  prefent  horror,  from  the  time, 

That  now  fuits  with  it. — hell  rin^ 

Hark the  bell  invites  me 

Hear  it  not^  Duncan^  for  'tis  a knell 

That  fummons  thee  to  heav'n,  or  to  hell.  \_^E> 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La*  M*  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk  hath  m 
me  bold : 
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What  hath  quench’d  them  hath  glvhi  me  fire.  Hark ! — 
peace ! 

’T  was  the  owl  that  fliriek’d ! that  fatal  bell-man 

That  gives  the  ftern’il  good' night He  is  about  it  — 

The  doors  are  open  ; and  the  lurfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  Ihores.  Tve  drugg’d  their 

pofiets  fo, 

That  death  and  nature  do  contend  within  ’em 

Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Macb.  Who’s  there  ? What,  ho  1 

La.  M.  Alack  ! lam  afraid  they  have  awak’d 
And  his  n’t  done  j th’  attempt  and  not  the  deed 

Wou’d  ruin  us.  Hark! 1 laid  the  daggers  ready; 

He  could  n’t  mifs  ’em Had  he  not  refembled 

My  father,  as  he  flept,  I had  done ’t My  husband! 

Entcr'M2i(:ht\hdiforder^  d and  bloody  j'with  a dagger  In  each  hand. 

Macb.  I’ve  done  the  deed — Didfi:  thou  not  hear  a noife  J 
La.  M.  I heard  the  owl  feream,  and  the  crickets  cry. 

Did  n’t  you  fpeak  ? 

Macb.  When  ? 

La.  M.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I deltended  ? 

La.  M.  Ay.  ^ 

Macb.  Hark  ! Who  lyes  i’th’fecond  chamber  I 

La.  M.  Donalba  'in. 

'Macb.  \_Looking  on  Ins  kands.~]  This  is  a forry  fight ! 

Mach. 
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La.  M.  A fooliih  thought  to  fay  A forty  fight. 

Macb.  There’s  one  did  laugh  in’s  fleep,  and  one  cryM 
murder ! 

They  wak’d  each  other  ; and  I flood  and  heard  them ; 

But  they  d\d  fay  their  prayers,  and  addred 
Themfelves  to  fleep  again. 

La.  M.  There  are  two  lodg’d  together. 

Macb.  One  cry’d,  God  blefs  us  ! and  Amen  the  other! 
As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  hangman’s  hands. 
Silenc’d  with  fear,  I could  not  fay  Amen, 

When  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us. 

La.  M.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb,  But  wherefore  could  not  I pronounce  Amen  ? 

I had  mod  need  of  bieffing,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

La.  M.  Thefe  deeds  mud  n’t  be  thought  of  thus ; 

If  fo,  ’twill  make  us  mad. 

Mach.  Methought  I heard  a voice  cry.  Sleep  no  more ! 
Macbeth  doth  murder  fleep  • the  innocent  fleep  y 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravell’d  fleeve  of  care> 

The  death  of  each  day’s  life,  fore  labour ’s  bath, 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature’s  fecond  courfe, 

Chief  nouriflier  in  life’s  fead 

La.  M.  What  mean  you  ? 

Macb.  Still  it  cry’d.  Sleep  no  more,  to  all  the  houfc  ^ 
GlafiLis  hath  murder’d  deep,  and  therefore  Cazvdor 
Shall  fleep  no  m^jre  j Macbeth  fiiall  deep  no  more ! 
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La.  M.  Who  was  it  that  thus  cry*d  ? Why,  worthy  Thane, 
Do  you  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
Go  brain-fickly  of  things  ? Go,  get  fome  water, 

Andwafli  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hands. 

Why  did  you  bring  the  daggers  from  their  place  ? 

They  mud  lye  there.  Go,  carry  ’em,  and  finear 

The  (leepy  grooms  with  blood 

Macb.  ril  go  no  more  ; 

I um  afraid  to  think  what  I have  done  ; 

Look  on’t  again  I dare  not. 

La.  M.  Infirm  of  purpofe  1 
Give  me  the  daggers  j the  fleeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pidures ; and  ’tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a painted  devil.  If  he  do  bleed, 
rjl  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal, 

For  it  muft  feem  their  guilt. 

[^Knocking  heard  'within. 

Mach.  \_Starts.'\  Whence  is  that  knocking? 

How  is  it  with  me,  when  ev’ry  noife  appals  me  ? — 
What  hands  are  here  ? Will  all  great  Neftunsh  ocean 
V/alh  thefe  ftains  away? — 

[_Re- enter  Lady  Macbeth.] 

No,  thefe  will  rather 

The  multitudinous  fea  incarnadine, 

Making  the  green  one  red 

La  M.  IVIy  hands  are  of  your  colour  ; but  I lhame 
To  vvear  a heart  fo  white. — [_KnQck.~\  1 hear  a knocking 

At 
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At  the  fouch  entry.  Retire  we  to  our  chamber ; 

A little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed 

Your  fears  have  quite  unmann’d  you 

Hark,  more  knocking! 

Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occafion  call. 

And  fhew  us  to  be  watchers  j be  not  loft 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts 

fMacbeth  goings  by  niiflake^  towards  Duncan'/  chamber, 

JIarts  bacL'] 

Macb,  Dilguis'd  in  blood — I fcarce  can  find  my  way — - 

\_Hard  knocking,  ] 

Wake,  Duncan,  with  this  knocking.  WouM  thou  cou'dft  ! 

\_Epiit  on  the  other  fide,"^ 

SCENE  ^ hall. 

Enter  Lenox,  who  knocks  at  the  chamber- door  fever al  times 
pretty  hard,  then  a fervant  opens  it. 

Len.  You  fleep  foundly  here,  that  fo  much  knocking 
Scarce  can  wake  you. 

Serv.  Labour  by  day.  Sir,  caufes  reft  by  night. 

Len,  Is  your  mafter  ftirring  ? 

Serv,  Not  yet.  Sir,  but  he'll  fcarce  lye  late;  he’s  of  an 
aaive  fpirit,  that  never  fullers  his  body  to  lye  Hill  vhen 
once  his  mind  is  up. 

Len,  Well,  fay  I wait  his  leifure. 

Serv,  I will.  Sir, 

Zvi 
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Esit  fervanty  and  enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Good- morrow,  Sir. 

Letu  The  like  to  you,  my  lord. Have  you  obferv’d 

How  great  a mill  does  now  poflefs  the  air  ? 

Macd.  1 have  j and  fcarce  can  feparate  the  day  from  night. 
Lcn.  Ohl  here’s  our  hoft.  Good-morrow,  no\AQThane. 

i 

- EnterybiZhci]\in  his  night-gown^ 

. * 

MacV.  Good-morning  to  you  both. 

MacL  IstheKingftirring,  SirJ 

Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him 
Tve  aimoft  llip’d  the  hour. 

Mach,  ril  fnew  you  to  him.- 

This  is  the  entrance,  Sir. 

Macd,  ril  make  fo  bold  to  call,  being  my  limited  fervice. 

[£x// Macduff.! 

Len,  Goes  the  King  hence  to-day  ? 

Mach,  He  did  appoint  fo. 

Len,  The  night’s  been  very  unruly  ; where  we  lay 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down,  and,  as  they  fay, 
Lamentings  heard  i’  tlf  air. 

Mach,  ’Twas  a rough  night  indeed. 

Len,  So  rough,  my  young  remembrance  cannot  form  a 

pai'allel. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd,  O horror  ! horror  ! horror  ! 

No  heart  can  e’er  conceive,  nor  tongue  can  utter. 

Macb* 
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Mach.  ^.VidiLen.  What^s  the  matter? 

Macd,  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  mafter-piece ; 
Mod  facrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord’s  anointed  temple,  and  dole  from  thence  ' 

The  life  o’  th’  building. 

Mach,  What  is’t  you  fay  ? The  life  ! ^ 

Len.  Mean  you  hisMajedy? 

Macd,  Approach  the  chamber,  and  dedroy  your  fight- 

With  a new  Gorgon, Do  not  bid  me  fpeak; 

See,  and  then  fpeak  yourfelves;  \_EseuntM2i(zh,  ^WLen.] 
Awake ! awake  1 

Ring  out  the  alarum-bell Murder  and  treafon  ! 

Ban  quo  and  Donalhain  ! Mai  com  ! awake  ! 

Shake  off  your  downy  deep,  death’s  counterfeit. 

And  look  on  death  itfelf Up,  up,  and  fee"!* 

As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights, 

To  countenance  this  horror! 

I 

Bell  rings  j and  enter  Ban  quo. 

O Banquo,  Banquo  1 

Our  royal  mader’s  murder’d. 

Ban,  Murder’d ! 

Macduff^  I pry’ thee  contradid  thyfelf, 

And  fay  it  is  not  true. 

Re-enter  Macbeth  and  Lenox, 

Mach,  Had  I but  died  an  hour  before  this  chance. 

I’d  liv’d  a blefled  time ; for,  from  this  indant, 
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There's  nothing  ferious  in  mortality : 

All  are  but  toys  I renown  and  grace  are  dead.  [/F eefs."] 

Enter  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Rode,  Angus,  &c. 

Mai.  What  is  amifs  \ 

Mach,  You  are,  and  do  not  know 't : 

The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  ftop'd  ; the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftop'd. 

Macd,  -Your  royal  father 's  murder'd. 

Mai,  By  whom  ? 

Len.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feems,  have  done 't  j 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  Rain'd  with  blood, 

So  were  their  daggers,  wliich,  unwip’d,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows. 

Mach.  O,  now  1 do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 

That  I fo  raflily  kill’d  ^em: 

Mad,  Wherefore  did  you  fo? 

Mach,  Who  can  be  wife,  amaz'd,  temp'rate  and  furious. 
Loyal  and  neutral  in  a moment  ? No  man. 

The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 

Out-ran  the  paufer,  reafon.  Here  lay  Duncan; 

His  filver  Ikin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood,  ' 

And  his  galh'd  ftabs  look'd  like  a breach  in  nature, 

For  ruin's  wafteful  entrance  \ there  the  murderers, 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Breech'd  with  gore : Who  could  refrain, 

That  had  a heart  to  love,  and,  in  that  heart. 
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Courage  to  make 's  love  known  ? 

MaL  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues 
That  moft  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Do  ft.  What  Ihould  be  fpoken  here, 

Where  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augre-hole. 

May  rufh  and  feize  us  ? Let’s  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew’d* 

Ban,  This  place,  alas ! ’s  too  publick  for  our  grief  j 
But,  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 

(That  fuffer  in  expofure)  let ’s  meet, 

And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  work. 

To  know  it  farther Fears  and  fcruples  lhake  us: 

In  the  great  hand  of  God  I ftand,  and  thence, 

Againft  the  undivulg’d  pretence  I fight  : 

Of  treas’nous  malice. 

Mach,  So  I.  ^ 

All,  So  all. 

Nlach,  Let’s  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 

And  meet  i’  th*  hall  together. 

All,  Well-contented.  \_E^ieunt  oniries  '^r^teryiA- 

colm  and  Donalbaiif  ] 

Mai,  What  will  you  do?  let’s  not  confort  with  ’em  : ' 
To  fhew  an  unfelt  forrow  is  an  office  . . 

Falfe  men  do  eafy.  I’ll  to  England, 

Don,  To  Ireland^  I ; Our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  lis  both  the  fafer  j where  wc  are 
There  ^e  daggers  in  mens  fmiles. 

E Malu 
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Mai.  This  murderous  fhaft,  that's  Hiot, 

Hath  not  yet  lighted  j and  our  I’afeil  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.  Therefore  to  horfe, 

And  ufe  no  ceremony  in  taking  leave ; 

But  fhift  away;  there’s  warrant  in  that  theft 

Which  fteals  itfclf  when  there’s  no  mercy  left.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  federal  jinging  IVltches.  [Stage  dark.~\ 

1 IV.  Speak,  filler,  fpeak — Is  the  deed  done  I 

2 fV.  Long  ago,  long  ago. 

Above  twelve  glalles  fince  have  run. 

3 fV.  Ill  deeds  are  feldom  flow, 

Or  Angle,  but  following  crimes  on  former  wait  ; 
Theworft  of  creatures  fafleft  propagate. 

4 IV.  Many  more  murders  muft  this  one  enfue, 

•Dread  horrors  flill  abound, 

And  ev’ry  place  furround. 

As  if  in  death  were  found 
Propagation  too. 

1 IV.  He  muft! 

2 IV.  He  ftiall ! 

3 IV.  He  will  fpill  much  more  blood, 

And  become  worfe  to  make  his  title  good. 

Chor.  He  will,  he  will,  he  lhall  fpill  much  more  blood, 
And  become  worfe  to  make  his  title  good. 
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4 fF.  When  cattle  die  about,  about  we  go  ; 

What  then,  when  monarchs  periih,  fhou^d  we  do? 
Chor.  Rejoice we  IhouM  rejoice. 

3 IV,  When  winds  and  waves  are  warring, 

Earthquakes  the  mountains  tearing, 

And  monarchs  die  defpairing. 

What  fhou’d  we  do  ? 

Chor,  Rejoice we  fliou’d  rejoyce. 

1 Now  let ’s  dance. 

2 fV,  Agreed. 

3 PV,  Agreed. 

All,  Agreed. 

I. 

1 fV.  Let  have  a dance  upon  the  heath, 

We  gain  more  life  by  Diincari^s  death. 

Sometimes  like  brinded  cats  we  Ihew, 

Having  no  mufick  but  our  mew, 

To  which  we  dance  in  fome  old  mill. 

Upon  the  hopper,  flone,  or  wheel  j < 

To  fome  old  faw,  or  bardilh  rhime, 

Where  ftill  the  mill-clack  does  keep  time. 

Chor,  Where  (till  the  milk  clack  does  keep  time. 

II. 

2 Sometimes  about  a hollow  tree, 

Arou{id,  around,  around  dance  we  ] 
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Thither  the  chirping  crickets  come, 

And  beetles  fing  in  drowfy  hum  : 

Sometimes  we  .dance  o’er  ferns  or  furs, 

To  howls  of  wolves,  or  barks  of  curs  ; 

And  when  with  none  of  thefe  we  meet, 

We  dance  to  the  echoes  of  our  feet. 

Cher,  We  dance  to  the  echoes  of  our  feet. 

3 At  the  night-raven’s  difmal  voice, 

When  others  tremble  we  rejoice, 

And  nimbly,  nimbly  dance  wx  flill. 

To  the  echoes  from  a hollow  hill. 

Chor,  And  nimbly,  nimbly  dance  we  ftill. 

To  the  echoes  from  a hollow  hill. 

1 JV,  He  mud  ! 

2 PV,  He  iliall ! 

3 PV,  He  will  fpill  much  more  blood, 

And  become  worfe  to  make  his  title  good.  ' 

Chor,  He  will,  he  will,  he  ihall  fpill  much  more  blood. 
And  become  worfe  to  make  his  title  good. 

\_Exeunt,'\ 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  outfide  of  MacbethV  caftle,  [^Stage  light.'] 


Enter  Rode  with  an  old  man. 


Old  Man, 

\ 

3^^^Hreefcore  and  ten  I can  remember  well, 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time  Tve 
feen 

Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrangejbut 
this  fore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Rojje,  Oh  ! good  father. 

Thou  feefl  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man’s  acfl, 
Threaten  this  bloody  Rage;  By  th’  clock  ’tis  day, 

And  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamp : 

Is ’t  night’s  predominance,  or  the  day’s  fhame. 

That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb, 

When  living  light  fliould  kifs  it  ? 

Old  M,  ’Tis  unnatural ; 

Even  like  the  deed  that’s  done.  On  Tuefday  lall 
A faulcon,  tow’ring  in  her  pride  of  place, 

Was  by  a moufjng  owl  hawk’d  atj  and  kill’d. 

Rojfe. 
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Rojfe.  And  Dunca7Cs  horfes,  (a  thing  moft  ftrange  and 
certain!) 

Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 

Turn’d  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out. 
Contending  'gainfl:  obedience,  as  they  would 
. Make  war  with  man. 

Old  M.  ’Tis  faid  they  eat  each  other. 

RoJJe.  They  did  fo,  to  the  amazement  of  thefe  eyes, 
That  faw  ’em.  — Here  comes  the  good  Macduff » 

I 

Enter  Macduff. 

How  goes  the  world,  Sir,  now  ? 

Macd,  Why,  fee  you  not? 

Roffe,  Is’t  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed  ? 
Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  flain. 

Roffe.  Alas,  the  day  I 
What  good  could  they  pretend? . 

Macd.  It  is  fuppos’d  they  were  fuborn’d. 

Malcolm  and  Donalhain,  the  King’s  two  fons, 

Are  flolen  away  from  court,  which  puts  on  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed, 

Roffe.  ’Gainfl  nature  ftill ; 

Thriftlefs  ambition  1 that  will  ravin  up 

Thine  own  life’s  means ^Then  ’tis  moft  like 

The  fovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth  ! 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam’d,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  invefted. 

Roffe. 
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RoJJe*  Where  is  Duncan‘s  body  ? 

Macd,  Carried  to  Colmes -hilly  ' 

The  facred  ftorehoufe  of  his  predecefibrs. 

RoJJe,  Will  you  to  Scone  with  me  ? 

Macd,  No,  coufin,  Pll  to  Fyfe, 

Rojfe,  Then  I will  thither. 

Macd,  Well,  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there, 
(Adieu.) 

Left  our  old  robes  fit  eafier  than  our  new  ! 

\_Exeunt  feparately,~\ 

SCENE  an  apartment  m the  palace^ 

Enter  Banquo. 

Ban,  Thou  haft  it  now ; King,  Caw  dor y Glamis ; 

All  the  three  fifters  promis’d  ; and  1 fear 
Thou  playMft  moft  foully  for  it : ' yet was  faid 
It  ftiould  not  ftand  in  thy  pofterity. 

But  that  myfelf  ihould  be  the  root  and  father 
Of  many  kings.  If  there  come  truth  from  them, 

(As  upon  thee,  Macbethy  their  fpeeches  fhine) 

Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 

May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well  ? — 

Bur,  hufli,  he  comes. 

Enter  Macbeth  els  Kingy  Rofle,  LqQQX,  UriSy 

Mach,  Here’s  our  chief  gueft ; 

If  he  had  beet)  forgotten; 
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’T  had  made  a gap  in  our  great  feaft, 

And  all  things  unbecoming 

To  night  we  hold  a folemn  fupp'er,  Sir, 

And  fhall  requeft  your  prelence. 

Ban,  Lay  your  highncfs' 

Command  upon  me,  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a mofl  indi(Ibluble  tye 
For  ever  knit. 

Mach.  Ride  you  this  afternoon? 

Ban,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Mach,  We  elfe  fliould  have  defir’d 
Your  good  advice  (which  dill  hath  been  both  grave 
And  profperous)  in  this  day’s  council ; but 
We’ll  take  to-morrow.  Is  it  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  Lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
’Twixt  this  and  fupper.  Go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 

1 mud  become  a borrower  of  the  night 
For  a dark  hour  or  two. 

Much,  Fail  not  our  fead. 

Ban.  My  lord,  I will  not. 

Mach,  Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Mach.  I wifh  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fure  of  foot. 

[Exit  Banquo.] 

Let  ev’ry  man  be  mader  of  his  time 
’Till  feven  at  nighty  to  make  fociety 
The  Tweeter  welcome,  we’ll  keep  ourfelf 
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^Till  fupper  time  alone.  FareweL  \Emint  hrds,'\ 

Manent  Macbeth  and  fervant, 

/ 

Sirrah,  a word  with  you : Attend  thofe  men 

Our  pleafure  ? 

Serv.  They  do,  my  lord.’ 

Mach,  Where  are  they  ? 

Ser,  Without  the  palace-gate. 

Mach,  Bring  ’em  before  us. feroant,^ 

To  be  thus  is  nothings 

But  to  be  fafely  thus. —Our  fears  in  Banquo 

Stick  deep  ; for  in  his  royalty  of  nature 

Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear’d.  He  chid  the  fiftera 

When  firfl  they  put  the  name  of  king  on  me, 

And  bade  ’em  fpeak  to  him;  then,  prophet-like^ 

They  hail’d  him  father  to  a line  of  kings  : 

Upon  my  head  they  plac’d  a fruitlels  crown^ 

And  put  a barren  fceptre  in  my  gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wrench’d  by  an  unlineal  hand^^ 

No  fon  of  mine  fucceeding.  If  fo, 

For  Banqud^s  ifllie  have  I flain’d  my  foul, 

For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I murder’d^ 

Put  rancours  in  the  veilel  of  my  peace, 

And  mine  eternal  jewel 

Giv’n  to  the  common  enemy  of  man,  only 

To  make  them  kings ; — the  feed  of  Banquo  kings.'*  No; 

Rather  than  that,  come  fate  into  the  lift, 

p And 
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And  champion  me  to  th’  utterance  ! • 

Enter  fervant  and  two  murderers. 

Go  to  the  door ; and  (lay  there  'till  we  call. 

\Ep:it  fervantj^ 

Was  it  not  yederday  wc  fpoke  together  ? 

I Mur,  It  was,  To  pleafe  your  highnefs, 

Mach,  Well  then; 

Have  you  confider’d  of  my  fpeech  ? 

And  is  it  known  to  you  that ’t  was  Ban^uo  who 
(In  Duncan^s  reign)  held  you  fo  much  in  Ilav’ry  ? 

1 Mur,  Mod  true  j you  made  it  known,  my  liege. 

' Mach,  Then  do  you  find  your  patience  fo  predominant, 
That  you  can  tamely  pafs  it  by  ? 

Are  you  fo  gofpePd  as  to  pray  for  this  good  man, 

Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bowM  you  to  the  grave. 

And  beggar’d  you  for  ever  ? 

I Mur,  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Mach.  Ay,  'in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men. 

As  hounds,  grayhounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  curs, 

Are  call’d  by  th’  name  of  dogs ; the  valued  nle  it  is 
Diftinguiihes  the  fwift,  the  flow”,  the  fubtle, 

The  houfekeeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  bellow’d  ; and  fo  it  is  with  men. 

Now,  If  you  have  a Ration  in  the  file, 

Not  i’  th’  word  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it : 
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And  I will  put  fuch  bufinefs  in  your  hands, 

As  th'  execution  takes  your  enemy  oif ; 

And  will  endear  you  to  the  love  of  us. 

1 Mur.  For  my  part,  my  liege,  I am  one 
Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  age 
Have  fo  incens’d,  I care  not  what  I do 
To  fpite  the  world. 

2 Mur.  And  I another,  ' 

So  weary  with  difaflers,  tuggM  with  fortune^ 

That  I would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance, 

To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  of ’t. 

Macb.  You  both  are  fatisfy’d,  you  fay,  that  • I 

Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

Mur,  We  are  my  lord, 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine  ; and  though  I could, 

With  bare- fac’d  power,  fweep  him  from  my  fight, 

And  bid  my  will  avouch  it  j yet  I mufi:  not, 

' For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 

Whofe  loves  I may  not  drop  ; and  thence  it  is 
That  I to  your  affiftance  do  make  love, 

Mafldng  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye 
For  fundry  weighty  reafons. 

2 Mur.  We  lhall,  my  lord,  with  readinefs 
Perform  what  you  command  us. 

I Mur.  Ev^n  though  our  lives— — ^ — • 

Macb,  Your  fpirits  fliine  through  you.  Within  this  hour, 
at  moft, 
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! will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves ; 

For ’t  mull  be  done  to  night,  at  fome  fmall  dillance 

From  the  palace  ; and hark  ye with  him, 

(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work) 

Flcance — his  fon, — 

(Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me) 

Mufl:  embrace  the  fate  of  that  dark  hour. 

Refolve  yourfelves  apart.  ^ 

Mur.  We  are  refolvM,  my  lord. 

Macb.  ril  call  upon  you  ftraight  then — Abide  within. 

\_Exeunt  imrderers.'\ 

It  is  concluded. BanqiiOy  thy  foufs  flight, 

If  it  find  heav’n,  mufl  find  it  out  to*night. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La.  M.  How  now,  my  lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Making  the  forriefl:  fancies  your  companions  f 
Ufing  thofe  thoughts  which  fliould  indeed  have  died 
With  them  they  think  on  ? Things  without  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard.  What’s  done,  is  done. 

Mach. — We  have  but  fcotch’d  the  fnake,  not  kill’d  it — 
She’ll  clofe  and  be  herfelf  j whilfl:  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. — 

But  let  both  worlds  disjoint,  and  all  things  fuffer. 

Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  lleep 
in  the  afflieftion  of  thefe  terrible  dreams 
That  fhake  us  nightly.  Better  be  with  the  dead, 
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(Whom  we  to  gain  the  crown  have  fent  to  peace) 

Than^  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lye 

In  reftlefs  agony Duncan  is  in  his  grave  \ 

After  life's  fitful  fever  he  lleeps  well ; 

Treafon  has  done  its  worft , nor  Heel  nor  poifon^ 

Malice  domeflick,  foreign  levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further  1 
La,  M.  Come  on  then, 

Good  my  lord,  fleek  o’er  your  rugged  looks  ; 

Be  bright  and  jovial  ’mongyour  guefts  to-night. 

Mach,  So  fiiall  I,  love ; and  fo,  I pray,  be  you  ; 

- — Let  your  remembrance  ftill  apply  to  Banquo. 

Prefent  him  eminence  both  with  eye  and  tongue. 

In  how  unfafc  a pofture  is  our  honour, 

That  we  mull:  gild  each  wily  deed  with  flatt’ry. 

And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts  I 
La,  M,  You  mufl  leave  this. 

Macb,  O,  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  ! 
Thou  know’ll  that  Banquo  and  his  Fleance  lives. 

La,  M,  But  in  ’em  nature's  copy's  not  eternal. 

Macb,  That's  comfort  yet  j 
Then  be  thou  jocund  ; for  ere  the  batt  hath  flown 
His  cloyfter’d  flight,  and  to  black  Hecaf^  fummons 
The  fliard-born  beetle,  with  his  drowfy  hums, 

Hath  rung  night’s  yawning  peal,  there  lhall  be  done 
A deed  of  dreadful  note  ! 

La,  M,  What’s  to  be  done? 
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Mach.  Be  innocent  of  knowing  it,  my  dear, 

’Till  thou  applaud  the  deed Come,  feeling  night, 

Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day, 

And,  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  hand, 

Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 

Which  keeps  me  pale  ! — Light  thickens  j and  the  crow 

Maltes  wing  to  tlf  rooky  wood  : 

Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowfe, 

While  night’s  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  roufe. 

Thou  marvell’ll  at  my  words  j but  wonder  Hill : 

Things  bad  begun  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill. 

{Exeunl.~^ 

SCENE  an  avenue  to  the  'palace^ 

Enter  three  murderers. 

1 Mur.  But  who  bade  thee  join  with  us  ? 

3 Mur.  Macbeth. 

2 Mur.  O,  he  needs  not  our  iniflrufl:,  fince  he  delivers 
Our  offices  fo  true. 

I 

1 Mur.  Then  (land  with  ns. 

2 Af.-.r.  Hark,  I hear  horfes. 

Ban.  \}Vhhin.'\ Give  us  a light  there,  ho ! 

2 Mur.  ’Tis  he  ; the  reft  are  in  the  court  already 

See ! a light. 

Enter  Banquo  <7;;iFIcance  -ueitl  a torch. 

0 

1 Mur.  Stand  clofc. . 

Ban- 
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Bdn,  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

Fie.  Then  let  us  hafte,  Sir,  to  the  palace. 

Ban.  Our  hafte  concerns  us  more  than  being  wet, 

Ere  this  the  king  expe£ls  me  at  his  feall:, 

Therefore,  good  boy,  Ipeed  on.  \_Exeunt  Ban.  and  Fie.] 

1 Mur.  Come,  now  let ’s  follow  and  difpatch  ^em 

flraight. 

2 Mur.  Ay,  ay;  away,  away,  away.  \_Exeunt  7mrderers.~\ 

noife  heard  of  pwords  clajhingy  murder  cried^  then  Fleance 
runs  acrofs  the  flage  fur fued  by  one  of  the  murderers,!^ 

Fie.  Help  ! murder!  help!  help  ! my  father’s  kill’d! 

\They  run  off.'\  ' 

« 

SCENE  a chamber  of  flat  with  a banqtiet  prepared^ 

Macbeth,  Lady  Macbeth,  Rofle,  Lenox,  lords  and  attendants 

fan  ding  at  the  table. 

Macb.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  : 

And  firfl  and  laft,  a hearty  welcome. 

Len.  Thanks  to  your  majefty,  \Xbey  fit.~\ 

Macb.  Ourfelf  will  mingle  with  fociety, 

And  play  the  humble  hoft  befides : 

Our  hoftefs  keeps  her  ftate;  but  in  befl:  time 
We  Ihall  require  her  welcome  too. 

La.  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me.  Sir,  to  all  our  friends, 

For  my  heart  Ipeaks  ’em  welcome. 

Macb.  Be  large  ia  mirth  3 aaoa  we’ll  drink  a meafurc 

Round 
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Round  the  table There’s  blodd  upon  thy  face, 

\Tq  the  ijl  murderer  a fide  at  the  door,J^ 

1 A/wr.  ’Tis  Bafi^uo^s  then. 

Mach*  Is  he  difpatchM  ? 

1 Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ; that  I did  for  him. 
Mach.  Thou  art  the  bell  of  cut-throats ; yet  he  is  good 
That  did  the  like  for  Flea  nee. 

I Mur.  Mod  royal  Sir, 

Flcance  is  TcapM. 

Mach.  Then  conies  'my  fit  again:  Td  elfe  been  per-^ 
feel. 

Whole  as  the  marble  ; founded  as  the  rock  j 
broad  and  general  as  the  cafing  air: 

But  now  I’m  cabbinM,.cribbM,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  fawey  doubts  and  fears. — But  Banquoh  fafe? 

I Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  fafe  in  a ditch  he  lyes, 
With  twenty  trenched  gafhes  on  his  head. 

The  lead  a death  to  nature. 

Mach.  Thanks  for  that  ; 

There  the  grown  ferpent  lyes : The  worm  that’s  fled 

Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom- breed, 

No  teeth  for  th’  prefent.  Get  thee  gone  now. 

To-morrow  we’ll  hear  'further.  {Exit  murderer. ] 

La.  M.  My  royal  lord, 

You  do- not  give  the  cheer  ; that  feaR  is  cold 

Which  is  not  often  vouch’d  while  it  is  making ; 

'Tis  given  with  welcome.  To  feed  were  beft  at  home, 

_ - From 
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From  thence  the  fawce  to  meat  is  ceremony; 

Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

Macb,  Sweet  remembrancer ! 

Now  good  digeftion^  wait  on  appetite; 

And  health  on  both ! 

Len.  May  h pleafe  your  highnefs  fit  ? 

Mach.  Here  had  we  now  our  country’s  honour  roof’d; 
Were  the  grac’d  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent ! 

Whom  we  may  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs; 

Than  pity  for  mifchance* 

RoJJe.  His  abfence,  Sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promife. 

[The  ghojl  of  Ban  quo  rifeSj  and  fits  in  one  of  the  chairs.'^ 

Pleafe*  ’t  your  highnefs 

To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company. 

Mach.  Yes,  I’ll  fit  down — The  table’s  full.— - 
■Len.  Here  is  a place  referv’d,  Sir. 

Mach.  Where  ? 

Len,  Here,  my  good  lord. 

What  is ’t  that  moves  your  highnefs  ? 

Mach.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  I 
Len.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 

Mach.  Thou  can’ll  not  fay  I did  it ; never  fliake 
Thy  goary  locks  at  me. — 

Rofie.  Gentlemen,  rife  ; his  highnefs  is  n’t  well. 

La,  M.  Sit,  worthy  friends ; my  lord  is  often  thus  3 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth : 

G 
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The  fit  Is  momentary  ; on  a thought 
He  will  be  well  again.  If  much  you  note  him 
You'll  extend  his  palTion  ; Feed  and  regard  him  not. 

\^Rifcs  a^d goes  to  Macbeth.] 
Are  you  a man  ? \_^fide  to  kirn,'] 

Mach,  Ay,  and  a bold  one  ; that  dare  look  on  that. 
Which  might  appall  the  devil. 


,Jfidc 


La,  M,  O proper  fluffl 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  5 
This  is  the  air- drawn -dagger,  which,  you  faid, 

Led  you  to  Duncan,  O,  thefe  flaws  and  darts 
(Impollures  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A woman's  dory  at  a winter’s  fire, 

Authoriz'd  by  her  grandam. — 

Why  do  you  dare  thus  \ When  all ’s  done 

Y'ou  look  but  on  a chair. 

Mach,  Pry  thee,  fee  there  I ^J^oints  at  the  ghojl,^ 

Behold !— look !— lo !—  IChoJl  mis.'} 


How  fay  you  ? 

Why,  vhat  care  I ! If  thou  cand  nod,  fpeak  too  : 

If  charnel-houfes  and  our  graves  mud  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. — [^(^hojl  finks,} 

La,  M.  What,  quite  unmann'd  in  folly?  "j 
Mach.  If  I dand  here,  I faw  him — 1>  u^fde^ 

La.  M.  Oh,  fie  for  fliame  ! J 

[^Gqcs  to  her  and  fits  do-ivn,} 
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Macb.  Blood  hath  been  Jhed  ere  now,  i’  th’  oldeft  time, 
Ere  human  llatute  purg’d  the  gen’ral  weal; 

Ay,  and  fince  too,  murders  have  been  committed 
Too  terrible  for  th'  ear.  The  time  has  been, 

That,  when  the  brains  were  cut,  the  man  would  die. 

And  then  lye  ftili  j but  now  they  rife  again, 

With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 

To  puhi  us  from  our  feats. — 

La.  M.  My  worthy  lord, 

Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I do  forget. — 

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  mod  worthy  friends ; 

I have  a ftrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 

To  thofe  that  know  me.  Come,  give  me  feme  wine  here  ! 

So — I drink  to  th'  gen'ral  joy  of  the  whole  table, 

And  to  our  dear  friend  BanquOj  whom  we  mifs : 

Would  he  were  here  ! To  him,  and  all  we  third. 

And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

\The  ghoft  rifes  at  his  feet.  ^ 

Mach.  '[Going  to  drink,  drops  the  ghafs.'^ 

Avaunt,  and  a^uit  my  fight  ! let’ the  earth  hide  thee! 

Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs  ^ thy  blood  is  cold  ; 

Thou  had  no  fpeculadon  now  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  dod  glare  with  thus. — [The  lords  ?\fe.} 

La.  M.  Think  of  this,  good  peers. 

But  as  a thing  of  cudom ; his  no  other,. 
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Only  It  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I dare ; 

Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  bear, 

The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  H^rcanian  tyger  ; 

Take  any  iliape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble:  Or  be  alive  again. 

And  dare  me  to  the  defart  with  thy  fvvord, 

If  trembling  I inhibit,  then  protell:  me 

The  baby  of  a girl. — Hence,  horrid  fhadow  ! — 

Unreal  mockVy,  hence  ! — 

So — being  gone,  I am  a man  again. 

La.  M.  You  have  difp lac’d  the  mirth,  broke  the  glad 
meeting 

With  mod  admir’d  diforder. 

Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be, 

And  overcome  us  (like  a fummer’s  cloud) 

Without  our  fpecid  wonder  ? You  make  me  ftrange, 

Ev’n  to  the  difpofition  that  I owe,  . 

When  now  I think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights, 

And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your. cheeks, 

When  mine  are  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rojf.  What  fights,  my  lord  ? 

Aj.  M l pray  yon,  fpeak  not;  he  grows  worfe  and 
worfe  ; 

Qiieflion  enrages  him  : At  once, -good-night. — 

Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 

But  go  at  once, 


\ 
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ten.  Good-night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  majefly  ! 

La,  M,  A kind  good- night  to  all,  [_Exeunt  /ords^J 
Mach.  It  will  have  blood,  they  fay  ,•  blood  will  have 
blood : 

Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  {peak; 
Augurs,  well  read  in  languages  of  birds, 

By  magpyes,  rooks,  and  daws,  revealM  the  fecrec 
Murderer — How  goes  the  night  ? 

La,  M,  Almoft  at  odds  with  morning. 

Mach,  ’Tis  ftrange  Macduff  fliouldfail  his  prefence! 
La,  M,  Did  you  then  fend  to  him  ? 

Mach,  I did — But  I will  fend  again. 

There’s  not  a Thane  among  ’em,  but  in  his  hbufc 
I keep  a fervant  fee’d.  I will  again  to-moitow 
To  the  w^eird  lifters : 

More  fhall  they  fpeak  ; for  now  I am  bent  to  know. 

By  the  worf\  means,  the  word  that  can  befal : 

All  caufes  lhall  give  way;  I am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that,  Ihould  I w'ade  no  more, 

Returning  were  as  bad  as  to  go  on. 

La.  M,  Try  but  to  reft,  my  lord;  you  lack  the  feafon 
Of  all  natures, tfleep. 

Well,  ril  in  ..  .•  ' * 

And  try  if  (fleeping)  I repofe  can  have. 

When  the  dgad  rife,  and  want  it  in  .the  grave.  [Exeunt,'^ 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  open  heath.  \Stage  dark,'] 

• • 

Thunder  and  lightning.  Enter  three  Witches  meeting  Hecate. 

I W.  Wliy,  how  now  Hecate ! you  look  angerly. 

Hec.'^  Have  I not  reafon,  beldams,  as  you  are? 

Sawey  and  overbold ! How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffick  with  Macbeth 
In  riddles,  and  affairs  of  death. 

And  I,  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms, 

' The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 

Was  never  callM  to  bear  my  part. 

Or  Ihew  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 

And'(wh*at  is  worfe)  all  you  have  done 
Has  been-but  for  a wayward  fon, 

Scornful  and  thanklefs,  who  (as  others  do) 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you: 

But  make  amends  now.  Get  you  gone. 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron  ' 

Meet  me  V th’  morning ; thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  defliny  : 

' Your  veflels  and  your  fpells  provide. 

Your  charms,  and  ev’ry  thing  befide : . 

Dire  bufinefs  mufl  be  wrought  ere  noon  I 
For  on  a corner  of  the  moon 
- . There  hangs  a vaporous  drop  profound  j 
m catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  3 
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And  that  (diftilPd)  by  magick  flights 
Shall  raife  fuch  artificial  Iprights, 

As,  by  the  ftrength  of  their  illufion, 

^ Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion. — 

Spirit  in  the  clouds  calls^ 

Spi.  Heckaty  Heckaty — come  away ! come  away ! 

Hec»  Hark, — ^hark, — call’d  j 

My  little  'merry  airy  fpirit,  fee,  fee, 

Sits  in  yon  foggy  cloud,  and  waits  for  me,  ‘ 

' Spi,  He  chat y He  chat y come  away,  come  away  ! 

Hec,  I come,  I come,  i come 
With  all  the  fpeed  I may 
Where’s  Puckle  f 

*Spi^  ‘Here. 

Hec.  Where’s  Stradling  f 
Spi,  Here. 

And  Hopper  too,  and  Hellway  too  5 

We  want  but  you,  we  want  but  you. 

3 V oi.  Come  away,  come  away,  make  up  the  accounts 

Hec,  With  new  fall’n  dew 

From  church-yard  yew 

I will  but  ’noint,  and  then  I’ll  mount. 

\A  cloud  defcendsy  and  Hecate  {after  the  cereniQm  of  he{ 

ing  anointedl)  gets  into  it,J 

Now  Pni  furnifh’d  for  my  flight. 

Now  I go,  and  now  I fly, 

my  fwe«t  fpirit,  and  h 
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O what  a dainty  pleafure’s  this, 

• To  fail  in  the  air 
When  the  moon  fhines  fair, 

To  fing,  to  dance,  to  toy  and  kifs. 

Over  woods,  high  rocks  and  mountains, 
Over  hills  and  niifty  fountains, 

Over  fteeples,  tow’rs  and  turrets. 

We  fly  by  night  ’mongft  troops  of  fpirits. 

Chor.  We  fly  by  night  ’mongfl:  troops  of  fpirits.  • 

[^Hecate  cfccnds^  and  aicunt 
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I 

ACT  IV. 


SCENE  a cave.  [ Stage  dark.  ] 

the  entrance  a cauldron  hurning^  'with  three  Witches  rou  id  it. 

I  Witch. 

O  mllk-mald  yet  hath  been  bedew’d. 

2 W.  But  thrice  the  brinded  cat  hath 
iTi^w’d. 

3 W.  Twice  and  once  the  hedge-pig 
whin’d, 

Shutting  his  eyes  againfl  the  wind. 

1 W.  Up  hollow  oaks  now  emmets  climb. 

2 W,  And  Hecate  cries,  ’tis  time,  ’tis  time.— 

3 W.  Then  round  about  the  cauldron  go, 

And  poifon’d  entrails  in  it  throw. 

\They  anarch  round  the  cauldron^  then  prepare  to  throw  in  the 
fever  a/  ingredients  for  their  charm.~\ 

I W.  Toad  (that  under  molly  ftone. 

Days  and  nights  has,  thirty  one, 

\ 

Swelter’d  venom  fleeping  got) 

Boil  firll  in  the  inchanted  pot. 

AIL  [^Marching  round,  and  firring  //.J 
Double,  djcble,  toil  and  ri  uble, 

Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble, 
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2 Fillet  of  a fenny  fnake, 

In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  ; 

Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 

Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog, 

Adder’s  fork,  and  blind- worm’s  (ling, 

A lizard’s  leg,  and  howlet’s  wing, 

For  a charm  of  powerful  trouble, 

Shall  (like  a hell-broth)  boil  and  bubble. 

Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  j 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

3 IV.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf, 

A witch’s  mummy,  maw  and  gulf 

Of  cormorant,  and  the  fea-fliark. 

Root  of  hemlock  dlgg'd  i’  th’  dark. 

Liver  of  blafphemlng  Je-M. 

AllW.  (Stiningh:)  --Hoo-oo-oo- 
3 W.  Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew 
Pluck’d  when  the  moon  was  in  eclipfe, 

With  a nofe,  and  Tartarus  Ups, 

Finger  of  a flrangled  babe 
Born  of  a ditch-deliver’d  drab ; 

Shall  make  the  gruel  thick  and  flab. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble ; 

Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

I PF.  ril  cool  it  with  a baboon’s  blood, 
And  then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 
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\ 

Enter  Hecate  and  all  the  fmging  TVltches, 

Hec*  Ch  ! well  done ! well  done!  I commend  your 
pains  \ 

And  ev’ry  one  fliall  Ihare  the  gains : 

Come,  now  about  the  cauldron  fing, 

(Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a ring) 

Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

1 Jinglng  Black  ipirits  and  white. 

2 Jinglng  TV , Red  fpirits  and  gray. 

Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 
Chor.  Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 

1 fmging  TV.  Tiffin,  Tiffin, 

Keep  it  ftiffin. 

2 f aging  TV.  Fire  drake  Pucky 

Make  it  lucky. 

♦ 

3 fmging  TV.  Liard  Robin 

You  muft  bob  in. 

Chor.  Around,  around,  around,  around  about. 

All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keep  out* 

1/  fmging  TV.  Here's  the  blood  of  a baf. 

Vec.  Of  put  in  that,  put  in  that. 

2 f aging  TV.  Here's  lizard's  brain. 

Hec.  Put  in  a grain. 

3 f aging  TV.  Here’s  juice  of  toad. 

I fmging  TV.  Here's  oyl  of  adder, 

That  will  make  the  charm  grow  madder. 

Hec* 


<5  0 C B E r H. 

Hec,  Put  in  all  thefe,  ’twill  raifc  the  ftench- 
2 fin((ingW*  Hcre-hcrc*s  three  ounces  of  ared-hair’d  wench. 
AUW*  ( Stirring  it.) — Hoo-oo-oo — 

C/nor,  Around,  around,  around,  around  about, 

All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keep  out. 

Hc^c,  I,  by  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs. 

Know  fome thing  wicked  this  way  comes  ; — • 

[^Kno  eking  at  the  doGr.~^ 

Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  How  now,  ye  fecret,  black  and  midnight  hags ! * . 
What  is ’t  you  do  ? 

AIL  A deed  without  a name. 

Mach.  I conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profefs, 
(Howe’er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me. 

Tho’  you  untye  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches ; though  the  yeafty  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  ; 

Though  bladed  com  be  lodg’d,  and  trees  blowm  down, 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  flope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations,  though  the  treafurc 
Of  nature’s  germins  tumble  all  together,' 

Ev’n  till  deftrueftion  ficken,  anfwer 
To  what  I alk  you. 

1 LV.  Speak — 

2 fV.  Pronounce*  :: 

WJ 

3-^r. 
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3 Demand. 

All  3.  We’ll  anfvver  thee. 

Hec.  Say,  hadft  thou  rather  hear  k from  our  mouths, 

Or  from  our  mailers  ? 

Mach.  Call’em;  let  me  fee  ’em. 

Hec.  Pour  in  fow’s  blood  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow  j greafc,  that’s  fweaten 
From  the  murderer’s  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

AIL  Come  high,  come  low, 

Thyfelf  and  office  deftly  fhow. 

[Thunder y See.  then  the  apfarition  of  an  armed  head  rifesL\ 

Mach,  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power — 

Hec,  He  knows  thy  thought, 

Hear  thou  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

Apf,  Macbeth  \ Macheth\  Macheth\  Macdujf, 

Beware  tYi^Thane  of  Fyfe — difmifs  me — enough. — 

Mach,  Whate’er  thou  art,  for  thy  kind  caution,  thanks; 
Thou  ’ft  harp’d  my  fear  aright. — But  one  word  more. — 

Hec,  He  will  not  be  commanded, 

[That  apjjaritlon  finks j and  another  of  a bloody  head  rifes,'\  . 
Here,  here’s  another  more  potent  than  the  firft. 

A'pf  Macbeth  ! Macbeth  ! Macbeth ! 

Mach,  Had  I three  ears  I’d  hear  thee. — 

AfF  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute  ; laugh  to  fcorn 
The  pow’r  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth,  [Sinks,  ] 

Macbt 
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Mack  Then  live,  Macduff'.  What  need  I fear  of  ihce  : — • 

But  yet  ril  make  afTurance  double  fure, 

And  take  a bond  of  fate : Thou  fnalc  not  live, 

That  I may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies ; 

And  fleep  in  fpite  of  thunder . — 

affarition  of  a child  crowned  with  a tree  in  his  hand 

rifes,~\ 

What 's  this,  that  rifes  like  the  iflue  of  a king  ? 

And  wears  upon  his  baby  brow  the  round 

And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 

Bee.  Liften,  but  ipeak  not. 

Be  lion-mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  care, 

Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are: 

Macbeth  lhall  like  a happy  monarch  reign, 

’Till  forefl:  come  to  Dunfnane.  [[S/V/i/.J 

Mach.  That  will  never  be : 

Who  can  imprefs  the  forefl;  ? make  the  tree 

Unfix  its  earth-bound  root  ? Sweet  boadments ! good  ! 

Yet  my  heart  throbs  to  know  one  thing;  tell  me, 

(If  your  art  can  reach  fo  far)  lhall  Banpio^s  ifiiie 

Ever  reign  o’er  this  kingdom  ? 

• * . 

AIL  Enquire  no- more. 

Mach.  I will  be  fatisfied. — ^Deny  me  this. 

And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you. — 

^fThe  cauldron  fnksy  and  difeordant  tnufck  is  heard,~^ 

Let  me  know. 

Why  finks  that  cauldron  ? and  what  noife  is  this  ? 
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1 fF.  Appear ! 

2 Appear ! 

3 fF.  Appear ! 

Hec.  Wound  thro’  his  eyes  his  harden’d  heart, 

Like  lhadows  come,  and  fo  depart. 

iThe  apparitions  of  eight  kings  pafs  over  the  fl(tge^  after  them 
Fleance,  and  Banquo  with  a looking-glafs  in  his  hand,~\ 

Mach,  That  crown  offends  my  eye -balls — ^Begone — 

But  look,  another  comes  too  like  the  firfl — 

A third  refembles  both. — Ye  filthy  hags! 

Why  do  you  fhe  w me  this  ?— A fourth !— Start  eye  !— 

A fifth ! Will  they  fucceed  each  other 

’Till  doomfday  ? — 

Another  yet  ? — A feventh  ! I’ll  fee  no  more — 

And  yet  the  eighth  appears. — Horrid  fight ! 

Ha ! the  bloody  Banquo ! who  fmiles  upon  me, 

And,  by  his  pointing  at  ’em,  feems  to  fay, 

That  they  are  all  fuccefibrs  of  his  race.— 

Hec.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo  : But  why 
Macbeth  ftand’fi:  thou  amazedly  ? 

Come,  fifters,  chear  up  his  heart, 

And  fnew  the  pleafures  of  our  art  5 
ril  charm  the  air  to  give  a found, 

While  you  perform  your  antick  round. 

\_They  dance  and  vamjb.’\ 
Mach.  Where  are  they  ? Gone  I — Lei  this  pernicious 
hour 


Stand 


64  C B E T H. 

Stand  accurs’d  to  all  eternity — . - 

Without  there ! 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sty.  What’s  your  grace’s  will  \ 

Mach.  Saw  you  the  weird  fiflers  ? 

Sey.  No,  my  lord. 

Mach.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Sey.  No  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Infected  he  the  air  whereon  they  ride, 

And  damn’d  all  thofc  that  trull  them  ! Juft  now  I heard 
The  galloping  of  horfe  ; who  was ’t  came  by  ? 

Sey.  A meflenger,  my  lord,  that  brought  you  word 
Macduff  IS  fled  to  England. 

Macb.  To  England  ? 

Sey.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

To  Edward's  court ; where  Malcolm  is  receiv’d 
With  warmed  grace,  and  promife  bTafliftarice. 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipat’d  my  dread  exploits ; 

The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o’ertook,  ' ' : • ' 

Unlels  the  deed  go  with  it : But,  from  this  moment. 

The  very  firftlings  of  my  heart  lhall  be 

The  firftlings  of  my  hand.  And  ev’n  now 

(To  crown  my  thought  with  a£l)  his  caftle  I’ll  furprife, 

Seize  upon  E'yfe^  give  to  the  ftvord  his  wife, 

His  babes,  and  all  that  trace 

Him  in  his  line. — No  boafting  like  a fool; 

This  deed  I’ll  do  before  my  purpofe  cool.  [Exeunt.l 

SCENE 
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t 

SCENE  Birnaffi-wood;  [Stage  light 

I f 

Enter  Macdufi'/z^i  Malcolrtu 

Macd,  In  thefe  clofe  fhades  of  Birnam  wood 
Let’s  empty  our  fad  bofoms. 

MaL  You’ll  think  my  fortune  defperate,  to  meet 
You  here  upon  your  earliefl  fummons. 

Macd,  Mine  ! ’Tis  your  country’s  fummons, 

Whofc  ceafelefs  tyranny  demands  your  fword, 

'And  rouzes  you  to  arms^-^Each  day 
New  widows  mourn,  now  orphans  cry^ 

And  ftill  frelh  fbrrows  reach  attentive  heav’n. 

Mai,  This  tyrant  (whofe  foul  name  blifters  our  tongues) 
Was  once  thought  honcft— You  lov’d  him  well ; 

Nor  has  he  wrong’d  you  yet. — 

Macd,  Do  you  fufped  me,  Sir  ? I am  not  treacherous. 

JMal,  But  Macbeth' IS, — I crave  your  pardon.  Sir; 

But  many  a good  and  virtuous  nature 
Has  recoil’d  in  an  imperial  charge. 

Macd,  Bleed,  bleed  poor  country  — Great  tyranny 
Lay  thy  foundation  fure.  Villains  are  fafe 
When  good  men  are  fufpecfled — Fare  thee  well 
Young  Prince  ! 1 wou’d  n’t  be  that  traitor 
Which  thou  thinkfl:  me,  for  the  whole  Ipace  within 
The  tyrant’s  grafp,  and  the  rich  Eaji  to  boot. 

Mai,  Be  not  offended,  Sir ; I fpeak  not  in 

1 Au 
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An  abfolutc  miftruft.  I know  our  country 
Sinks  beneath  the  yoke,  and  each  new  day 
A gafh  is  added  to  her  wounds.  . I likewife  know 
That  many  hands  would  in  my  caufe  be  active. 

But  what  avails  all  this  ? When  I am  King, 

When  I fliall  tread  upon  the  tyrant’s  head, 

r ’ 

Or  wear  it  on.  my  fword-,  ev’n  then  my  country 
Will  endure  more  than  what  it  fuffers  now. 

% 

Macd,  It  cannot  be. 

MaL  In  truth  it  will — I find  my  nature  fo 
Inclined  to  vice,  that  foul  Macbeth  (when  1 
Shall  rule)  will  feem  as  white  as  fnow ; had  I 
But  power  to  gratify  my  will,  there 'd  be  no  depth, 

No  bounds  to  my  ill  appetite. — If  fuch 
A one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  ! 

Macd,  Govern!  No,  nor  live — 0\  ScotIand\  Scztland\ 
.When' wilt  thou  fee'^tlly  ancient  peace  again? 

Since  now  the  trued  ifliie  of  thy  King 
Difclaims  his  virtue  to  avoid  the  throne. 

Your  royal  father  was  a faint- like  king, 

The  queen  that  bofe  you,  oftner  on  her  knees 
Than  on  her  feet,  died  ev’ry  day  fhe  liv’d  1 
Fare  thee  well  j thefe  evils  thou  repeat’d  upon 
Thyfelf  have  banifh’d  me  ixom  Scotland: 

All  hope  ends  here.  i 

Mai.  Stay,  brave  Macduff";  this  noble  paflion 
(Offspring  of  thy  loyalty)  , l^th  from  my  fou) 
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Wip’d  all  black  fcruples,  and  reconcil’d. my  thoughts 
To  thy  fair  truth  and  honour.  ,And  tho*  Macbeth, 

By  many  of  his  wiles  hath  fought  to  win  me, 

Yet  wifdom  always  check’d  o’er- credulous  diafte. — ^ ^ 

But  now  I yield  myfelf  to  thy  direaion,  , 

And  here  abjure  my  former  accufation ; 

What  I am  truly  is  thine,  and  my  poor 
Country’s  to  command.  Come,  chear  thy  drooping 
Spirits — the  gracious  Edward  hath  lent 
Us  Seyward,  with  ten  thoufand  men — 

Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once  ' 
’Tis  hard  to  reconcile ! — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  My  countryman,  tho’  yet  I know  him  not. 

Enter  Rofle. 

Macd.  My^ever-gentle  coufin,  welcome. 

Ma!.  1 know  him  now  : Kind  heav’n  remove 
The  caufe  that  makes  us  Grangers  ! 

Rojfe.  Sir,  Amen.  , 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  It  did  ? ' ; 

Rojfe.  Alas,  poor  country, 

Almoft  afraid  to  know  itfeif.  It  cannot 

Be  call’d  our  mother,  but  our  grave  j where  nothing. 

But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile : 

Where  fighs-and  groans,  and  Ihrieks  that  rend  the  air 
Pafs  unregarded,  where  violent  forrow  fee  ms 
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A modern  cxtafie  : The  dead  man’s  knell 
Is  there  fcarce  afk*d,  for  whom  : And  good  mens  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 

Dying  or  e*er  they  ficken. 

Macd.  Oh,  relation 
Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true ! 

Mai.  What’s  the  newefl  grief? 

RoJJe.  That  of  an  hour’s  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker  i 
Each  minute  teems  a new  one. 

Macd,  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Rojfe,  Why, — ^well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  ? 

Rojfe.  — Well  too. 

Macd.  Th^  tyrant  has  n’t  batter’d  at  their  peace  ? 

Rojfe ^ No  ; they  w'ere  all  at  peace  when  1 did  leavf 
’em. 

Macd.  Be  not  a niggard  of  your  fpeech  : How  goes  it  ? 
Rojfe.  When  I came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings, 
Which  1 have  heavily  bom,  there  ran  a rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out  ; 

The  which,  to  my  belief,  was  witnefs’d  rather, 

For  that  I faw  the  tyrant’s  power  a-foot  ,* 

•Now  is  the  time  for  help  j your  eye  in  Scotland,  Sir, 
Wou’d  create  foldiers,  and  make  women  fight. 

Mai.  Be  it  their  comfort  then 
We  ’re  coming  thither  : Gracious  England  hath 
Dent  us  Seyjoard  and  ten  thoufand  men  3 • . * 
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“An  older  and  a better  foldier  is  none 
That  chriftendom  gives  out.  ^ 

Rojfe,  Would  I could  anfwer 

This  comfort  with  the  like  ! But  I have  wofd*  • , 

That  ihould  be  howl’d  out  i*  th*  defart  air, 

Where  hearing  could  not  catch  ’em,  ‘ 

Macd,  What  concern  they  ? 

The  gen’ral  caufe  ? or  is ’t  a grief 

Due  to  fome  fingle  breaft  ? • v 

1 * 

Rojfe^  No  mind,  that ’s  honeft, 

But  in  it  lhares  fome  woe  ) tho’  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone.  ' ’ 

Macd,  If  it  be  mine, 

Keep  it  not  from  me ; quickly  let  me  have  it, 

Rojfe,  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  fhall  poflefs  ’em  with  the  heavieft  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  At  once  I guefs,  and  am  afraid  to  know — 

RoJJe.  Your  caftle  is  furpris’d ; your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  llaughter’d  j to  relate  the  manner. 

Were  on  the  quarry  of  thofe  murder’d  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Merciful  heav’n  !—^  .j-' 

MaL  Macdujf 

Give  forrow  words : The  grief  that  does  not  Ipeak, 
Whifpers  th’  o’ercharged  heart,  and  bids  it  breakt 
Macd,  My  children  too ! 

Rojp, 
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Rojfe,  Wife,  children,  fcrvants,  all  that  could  be  found. 
Macd.  And  I no^  with  'em ! — My  wife  kill'd  too  I 
RoJ/e,  I've  faid. 

Ma/.  Be  comforted'; 

Let  us  make  med'eines  of  our  great  revenge. 

To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd,  He  has  no  children,  nor  can  he  feel 
A father’s  grief— My  wife  and  both  my  children  ! 

Oh,  rav’nous,  hellilh  appetite  1 All  three  at  once  ! 

MaL  Endure  it  like  a man.  ’ 

Macd,  I lhall  do  fo  : ' 

But  I mud  alfo  feel  it  as  a man : . 

I cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were,  ’ 

And  were  moft  precious  to  me.  Did  heav'n  look  on^ 

And  would  n’t  take  their  part  ? Sinful  Macduff  \ 

They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee  ! for  thee  they  fell, 

Not  for  their  own  offences,  but  for  thine. 

MaL  Be  this ’ the' whetfton'e  of  your  fword,  let  grief 
Convert’ to  wrath  : blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it.. 

Macd,  O,  I could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue. — Kind  heaven. 

Bring  this  dire  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myfelf 
But  face  to  face ; fet  him  within  the  reach 
Of  my  keen  fword,  and  (if  he  outlive  that  hour) 

May  heav'n  forgive  his  fins,  arid  punifirme 
For  his  efcape. — : . . 

' • • - ilfj/. 
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MaL  ’Tis  well — ^This  tune  goes  manly : 

Come,  hafte  we  to  the  field,  our  army’s  ready, 

Macbeth  is  ripe  for  lhaking ; and  the  pow’rs  above 
Put  on  their  inftruments.  Receive  what  cheer  you  may 
The  night  is  long  tHat  never  finds  a day.  {EpfeuntJ^ 
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aiiil  I I u.M.  li  ■ I ■Mil  imm  ^ ‘ — 

SCENE  ’‘/z«  aiitichamhef. 

Enter  D^Hor  of  fhyjick  and  LadyfAzchctVs  gentlewoman, 

i \ 

Dotior, 


L T H O*  Tve  two  nights  watch’d,  you 
fee  I can  perceive  no  truth  in  your 
reports.  When  was  it  lad  Ihc 
walk’d  ? 

Gent,  Sir,  fince  his  maje fly’s  been 
gone  into  the  field,  I’ve  feen  her  rife 
from  her  bed,  put  on  her  night-gown,  unlock  her  clofet, 
rake  out  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon ’t,  read  It,  afterwards 
fcal  it,  and  again  return  to  bed  j yet  all  this  while  in 
a mod  found  lleep. 

Do^l,  A drange  perturbation  in  nature ! to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  deep,  and  do  th’  efFeds  of  watching* 
Pray,  in  this^  Aumbry  agitation  (befides  her  walking)  what 
at  any  time  have  you  heard  her  fay  ? 

Cent,  That,  Sir,  which  I ftiall  not  report  after  her* 
Doil,  You  may  to  me,  and  ’tis  mod  meet  you  fliouli 
Cent,  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  not  having  a witncis 
to  confirm  my  fpeech. — Look,  here  Ihe  comes;  and  on 
my  life  aAeep.  Obferve  her  now— Stand  clofe,  Sir. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Macbeth  'with  a candle* 

Dod,  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  ? 

Gent,  It  flood  by  her : She  has  one  continually  in  her 
thamber,  Sir.  ^ 

Dod,  See,  fee,  her  eyes  are  open  ! 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  fliut. 

Dod,  What  is  it  flie  does  now? Look,  how flie  rubs  her 
hands. — 

Gent,  That ’s  an  accuflomM  action  with  herj  I have 
known  her  continue  it  for  a quarter  of  an  hour. 

La,  M,  Yet  here 's  a fpot.— 

Dod.  Hifl,  flie  fpeaks. — * • ; , 

La,  M,  Out^  out  damned  fpot  j out,  Ifay— One--^^ 
two — nay,  then  his  time  to  doh* — Fy,  fy,  my  lord,  a fol- 
dier,  and  afraid  ? What  need  we  fear  who  knows  it,  when 
none  can  cdl  our  power  to  account  ? — Yet  who  M ha’ 
thought  th’  old  man  had  fo  much  blood  in  his  veins  ? — 
Dod,  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

La.  M.  Macduff  had  once  a wife  ! Where  is  flie  now  : 

— What,  will  thefe  hands  ne’er  be  clean  ?-^.f^o  more 

1 

that,  my  lord  ,*  no  more  o’  that : You  marr  111  with  this 

ftarting.  ' v,. 

Dod*  Go  to,  go  to  j I fear  you ’ve  known  what  you 
fliould  not. 

Gent,  She  has  fpoke  what  flie  fliould  not  \ 1 ’m  fure  of 
that, 
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La.  M.  Here  the  fmell  o’  the  blood  dill All  the 
perfumes  of  Jlrahia  will  not  fvvecten  this  little  hand. 

Oh  ! oh  ! oh  ! 

Doa.  What  a ligh  is  there!  Her  heart  is  forcly  charg’d. 
This  is  a difeafe  beyond  my  practice  far. 

La.  M.  Go,  go,  wafh  your  hands,  and  put  on  your  night- 
gown; look  not  fo  pale  I tell  you  once  again  Banquo ’s  • 
buried  ; he  canh  come  out  of  his  grave. 

' Dod.  Even  fo  ? 

, La.  M.  To  bed  ; to  bed  my  love  : There 's  knocking 
at  the  gate:  Come,  come,  come,  gi’  me  ^our  hand  x 
What’s  done,  cannot  be  undone;  So,  fo;  to  bed,  to  bed, 
to  bed,  to  bed.  Macbeth.] 

Dod.  Will  flie  go  thither  now  ? 

Gent.  Direcdly. 

Dod.  Foul  whifp’rings  are  abroad,  which  this  con- 
firms ; for  oft  infected  minds,  to  their  deaf  pillows,  blab 
their  choicefl  fecrets  ; If  fo,  more  needs  fhe  a divine  than 
aphyfician. — Howe’er,  be  careful  in  your  attendance, 
and  keep  a watchful  eye  upon  her. 

Cent.  1 iliall,  good  doctor.  [Emmt  feparately.1 

0 

SCENE  the  field.  A march  heat. 

Enter  RofTe,  Lenox,  Caithnefs,  Angus,  &:c.  vjith  foldiers. 

Rojfe,  The  Englijh  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 
Whofe  prefence  now  will  make  thofe  hopes  full  blowm, 
Which  hitherto  have  been  but  in  their  bud. 

Cath^ 
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Caith,  I pray  you  tell  us,  Sir, 

Is  Malcolm^ s brother  Dynalbaln  among  'em  ? 

Left,  For  certain  he  is  not ; tho’  (in  my  lift 
Of  the  diftinguifh'd  officers)  there 's  Seyzvard^s  fon, 

And  many  others  rank'd,  that  ev'n  but  now 
Avouch  their  prime  of  manhood. 

What  hear  you  of  the  tyrant,  Sir  ? 

Len»  He's  ftrongly  fortify’d  in  Dunfinane: 

Some  fay  he 's  mad  j others  (that  lefs  do  hate  him) 

Call  it  a valiant  fury;  but  certain  'tis, 

He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper’d  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Then  does  he  feel  his  fecret  murders 
Working  in  his  mind  j while  hourly  revolts 
Upbraid  his  guilt ; and  his  loofe  ilhgot  title 
Hangs  like  a giant's  robe  upon  a puny  dwarf. 

Rojfe.  Well, — Torture  rack  his  brain. — 

Come,  march  we  on  to  pay  obedience  where 
'Tis  truly  ow'd. — Meet  we  the  med'cine  of  this 
Sickly  weal,  and  with  him  pour  into  our- 
Country's  purge,  each  drop  of  our  beft  blood. 

Len.  Lead  on  then  gallant  Thane ^ this  idle  breathy 
Spent  in  difcourfe,  does  but  delay  his  death. 

» Roffe.  And  make  us  guilty  of  his  life— Quick,  let  us  go. 
The  fv/ifteft  hafte  is  for  revenge  too  flow.  \E:!ieiintT\ 
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SCENE  the  infide  of  Dunfinane-^:^y?^. 

Efitsr  Macbeth  and  attendants. 

Mach.  Bring  me  no  more  reports  ; let  'em  fly  all  ; 

’Till  Btrnani  wood  remove  loDunfinane, 

^ I cannot  taint  with  fear  : What ’s  the  boy  Malcolm  f 
What  are  all  the  Engli^J  f Are  they  not  born  of 
Women  ? and  to  all  fuch  I am  invincible. 

: — Then  fly,  falfe  Thanes  ; 

Go,  mingle  with  xhtEnglijh  epicures ; 

For  your  revolt  has  but  enflam'd  my  rage. 

Enter  an  officer. 

How  now,  thou  cream-fac'd  lown  : 

Where  got'il:  thou  that  goofe-look  ? 

Of.  'There  are  ten  thoufand — 

Macb.  Geefe,  villain  I 
Off',  No  ; foldiers.  Sir. 

Mach.  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 

Thou  lilly-liver’d  boy  What  foldiers,  patch  ? 

Death  of  my  foul ! thofe  finnen- cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counfellors  to  fear  : What  foldiers,  ‘whcy-face  \ 

Off.  ’The  Englifi  force,  fo  pleafe  you.. 

Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence — . \^Exit  officer.'^ 

Seyton  ! — Tm  fick  at  heart  when  I behold  fuch — 

Seyton,  1 fay  — this  pufh  will  either  cheer  me, 

Or  difcafe  me  ever.— No  matter  !. 


I have^ 
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I have  liv’d  long  enough  ; my  way  of  life 
Is  fallen  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf ; 

And  that  which  fhould  accompany  old  age, 

As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 

I mull  not  look  to  have ; but  (in  their  Head) 

Curfes,  not  loud  but  deep  ; mouth-honour  j breath 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  yet  dare  not— * 

Se’jton. — 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sej,  Your  gracious  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Mach.  What  news  more  \ 

Sey,  All  is  confirm’d,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 
Mach,  ril  fight  ’till  from  my  bones  my  flefh  be  hack'd • 
Send  out  more  horfes  ; fcour  the  country  round; 

Hang  thofe  that  talk  of  fear. 

Enter  Dotlor. 

Now  Doctor,  how  does  your  patient  I 
Dod.  Not  fo  fick,  my  lord, 

As  fhe  is  troubled  with  difturbing  fancies 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Mach.  Cure  her  of  that: — • 

Can’ft  thou  not  minifter  to  a mind  difeas’d  ? 

\ 

•pluck  from  the  memory  a rooted  forrow? 

’rafe  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ? 

And,  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 

Cleanfe  the  ftuff ’d  bofom  of  that  perilous  load- 
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Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

DoB.  Therein,  my  liege,  the  patient 
Muft  miniftcr  unto  himfelf. 

Macb,  Throw  phyfick  to  the  dogs ; Pll  none  on’t — 

But  if  thy  fkill  could  fearch  into  my  kingdom, 

Find  her  difeafe  out, 

And  purge  it  to  a found  and  priftine  health, 

I would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  eccho, 

That  fhould  applaud  again. — What  rhubarb, 

Sena,  or  what  purgative  drug,  can  fcour  thefc 
Englijh  hence  ? Hear^ft  thou  ought  of  them  ? 

Do5i,  Ay,  my  good  lord  ,*  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething  j they’re  now  upon  the  march. 

Mack  Why,  let  ’em  comcj 
The  mind  I fway  by,  and  the  heart  I bear. 

Shall  never  fag  with  doubt,  nor  fliake  with  fear  j 
Secure  to  flourifh,  and  in  triumph  reign, 

’Till^/V  ‘nam  foreft  come  to  Dunjinane, 

SCENE  the  field.  march  heat.l 

Enter  Malcolm,  Sey  ward,  Macdufl^  young  Seyward,  Rofic, 
Lenox,  Caithnefs,  Angus,  'ivith  foldiers. 

Macd.  This  fun  fhall  fee  us  drain  the  tyrant’s  blood. 
And  dry  up  Scotland’s  tears. 

Mai.  How  much  are  we  obliged  to  England\ 

Which  (like  a gen’rous  neighbour)  lifts  us  up, 
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When  we  were  almofl  fall-’n  below  recovery, 

Seytu,  The  common  tye  of  fov'reignty  demands  it ; 

For  he,  who  winks 

At  ufarpation  in  a monarch’s  throne, 

Invites  another  to  ufurp  his  own.- 

To,  Seyw.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Lett,  The  wood  of  Birnam, 

Macd,  Let  ev’ry  foldier  hew  him  down  a bough;, 

And  bear  T before  him  ; fo  lhali  we  fhade 
The  number  of  our  hoft,  and  make  difeovery 
Err  in  its  report. 

Rojfe,  Then  let  us  bend  our  courfe  tow’rds  Dun[inane^ 
Where  (ftrongly  fortify’d)  the  tyrant  fculks, 

Secure  in  prophecies,  and  harden’d  guilt. 

Macd,  Alas,  he’ll  find  but  little  fafety  there  ] 

His  very  fubjeds  will  againft  him  rife  5 
The  wretched  Kernes  (now  by  the  bonds  of  fear 
In  forc’d  allegiance  ty’d)  will,  when  our  fwords 
Have  cut  thofe  bonds,  ftart  from  obedience 
And  embrace  our  caufe. 

Mai,  Come,  friends,  the  time  approaches 
That  will  (with  due  decifion)  make  us  know 
Both  what  we  fhall  poflefs,  and  what  we  owe: 

Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfure  hopes  relate; 

But  certain  iffiie  ftrokes  mufl  arbitrate  : 

Tovv’rds  which  advance  the  war.  [Exeunt  marchhig,’\ 

SCENE 
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SCENE  ths  inftde  of  Dunfinaiie-c^/JA*. 

* 

Enter  Macbeth,  Seyton  and  foldiers, 

Mach.  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls, 

The  cry  is  flill,  'They  cornet  Our  caftle  s (Irength 
Will  laugh  a ficgc  to  fcorn.  Here  let  'em  lye, 

'Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  ’em  up. 

Were  they  not  reinforc'd  by  trait’rous  Thanes^ 

\/e  might  have  met  'em  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 

And  beat  ’em  backward  home. — 

\_Jljhrlek  heard  wlthin.'\ 

W'hat  noife  is  that  ? 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord. 

[Exit  Seyton.3 

Macb.  I have  almoft  forgot  the  tafle  of  fears  : 

» 

The  time  has  been  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a night-fhriek  j and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a difmal  treatife  roufe  and  ftir, 

As  life  were  in 't  j but  I’ve  fup'd  full  with  horrors  t 
Direnefs  (familiar  to  my  flaught'rous  thoughts) 

Cannot  once  ftart  me.  — 

Re-enter  Seyton. 

Wherefore  was  that  cry  I 

Sey.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Macb,  She  fhould  have  died  hereafter — 


There^ 
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There  would  ha’  been  a time  for  fuch  a word  y — 
To-morrow,  to-morroWj  and  to-morrow 
Creep  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day 
To  the  lafi:  moment  of  recorded  time  j 
And  all  oiir  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dully  death . Out,  out,  Ihort  candle  I 
Life ’s  but  a walking  lhadow  j a mere  player. 

That  llruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage, 

And  then  is  heard  no  more  : It  is  a tale 
Told  by  an  ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury — 

Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a Mejfenger» 

Thou  corn’ll  to  ufe  thy  tongue:  Thy  llory  quickly^ 

Mef.  My  gracious  lord,  - * . - 

I Ihould  feport  what  I have  feen,  but  fcarce 
Know  how  to  do  itk 

» ^ 

Macb.  Well,-  fay  it,  Sir. 

Mef.  As  I did  Hand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 

I look’d  tow’rds  Birnam,  and  anon  methought 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar,  and  Have!  ^Strikes  him.'\ 

Mef.  If ’t  be  not  fo,  let  me  endure  your  wrath  : 

Within  thefe  three  miles  may  you  fee  it  coming; 
ifay,  a moving  grove. 

Macb,  If  thou  fpeak^ll  falfe, 

Oh  the  next  tree  fhalt  thou  be  bang’d  alive 
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’Till  famine  cling  thee  : It  truth — 

1 care  not  if  thou  dofl  for  me  as  much — 

I pull  in  rcfolutioii  \ and  begin 

To  doubt  th’  equivocation  of  the  fiends 

» • 

That  lied  like  truth.  Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 

If  this,\vhich  he  avouches,  does  appear, . 

There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here . 

Methinks  1 now  grow  weary  of  the  fun  ; 

And  wilh  the  world's  great  glafs  of  life  was  run. 

Ring  out  th'  alarum-bell  j — blow  wind  1 come  wrack  ! 
At  leafl  we'll  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back.  \^Eseunt»~\ 


SCENE  before  Dunfinane-c/^y?/^’. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Seyward,  Macdufl;  young  Seyward,  Roffe, 
•Lenox,  Angus,  Caithnefs,  and  foldiers  with  boughs . 

MaL  Now,  near  enough  : Your  leafy  fcreens  throW 
down, 

And  flicw  like  thofe  you  are.  You,  worthy  uncle, 

Shall  with  my  coufin,  your  right  noble  fon. 

Lead  our  firfl:  battle.  Brave  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  gladly  take  the  guidance  of  the  reft. 

And  follow  you  with  fpeed. 

Seyie,  Fare w el,  my  lord  ; 

I 

The  monfter  has  forfook  his  hold, 

And  comes  to  offer  battle. 

Macd,  'Tis  welcome  news— 


/ 


Let 
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Let  us  be  be  beaten,  If  we  cannot  fight — 

Hafie — make  our  trumpets  fpeak ; give  'em  all  breath, 
Thofe  clamVous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death.  [Exeunt. 

[^Alarum  founded.'^ 

E?iter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  ’Tis  too  ignoble,  and  too  bafe  to  fly — 

They've  ty'd  me  to  the  flake,  and,  bear-like, 

I mufl  fight  the  courfe. 

What ’s  he  that  was  n't  born  of  woman  ? 

Such  a one  am  I to  fear,  or  none — 

Enter  young  Seyward. 

How  now  ! What  fpright  art  thou  ? 

To.  Sey-M.  Thy  foe,  thou  bufy  tool.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Mach.  Macheth, 

To,  Seyw.  The  devil  himfelf  could  n't  have  pronounc’d 
A name  more  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Mach.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Seyw.  Thou  liefl  abhorred  tyrant ; With  my  fword 
I’ll  prove  it. 

Much.  Retire,  fond  youth  ; I wou’d  n’t  nip  thy  bud  ; 
Why  Ihonld  falcons  prey  on  flies  ? 

It  is  below  Macheth  to  fight  with  boys. 

To.  Seyw.  But  not  to  murder  women— 

Have  at  thy  heart. 

Mach.  Since  thou  ’rt  in  love  with  death  then 
I'll  vouchfafe  it  thee.  [Fight ^ and  young  Seyward  is  flTtn.~\ 

Thou 
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Thou  art  of  woman  born,  I’m  fure. 

Alarums,  Enter  Macduff. 

Macd,  This  way  the  noife  is Tyrant,  Ihew  thy  face  ; 
If  thou  be’fl  (lain,  and  with  no  flroke  of  mine, 

My  wife  and  childrens  ghofts’wili  haunt  me  flill» 

1 heed  not  flaves  who  ftU  their  lives  for  pay, 

No — my  revenge  fliall  feek  a nobler  prey  j 
Thro’  all  the  paths  of  death  Pll  hunt  him; 

Let  me  but  find  him,  fortune ! {_Exit.  Alarum,  ] 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb,  Why  Ihould  I play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
Upon  my  own  fword  ? While  I have  living  foes  ‘ 

My  wounds  iliew  better  upon  them. 

Eijer  Macduff 

Macd,  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn! 

Macb.  Of  all  mankind  I have  avoided  thee : 

But  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charg’d 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I have  no  words  ; 

My  voice  is  in  my  fword  : Thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out.  [They  fight  a fafs  or  t'lUQ,'} 
Mach,  Thou  lofen  labour  ; 

As  eafy  may  ft  thou  the  intrenchant  air 

WuK  tby  keen  fwcrd  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed ; 
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Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts ; 

I bear  a charmed  life,  ^which  muft  not  yield 

To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd,  Defpair  thy  charm  then  j 
And  let  the  angel  whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv’d 
Tell  thcQ/ Macduff from  his  mother^s  womb 

Untimely  rip’d.  — * ■ . 

Macb.  Accurfed  be  the  tongue  that  tells  me  fo  !— 

For  it  has  cow’d  my  better  part  of  man; 

And  be  thofe  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ’d, 

That  palter  with  us  in- a double  fenfe  ; 

That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear,  • 

And  break  it  to  our  hope  ! — will  not  fight  with  thee, 
Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 

And  live  to  be  the  ftiew,  the  gaze  o’  th’  time. 

Macb.  I will  not  yield 

To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm\  feet  \ ' 

Nor  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble’s  curfe. 

Though  i?/V;z5772-wood  be  come  to  Du?ifinarie^ 

And  thou,  oppos’d,  be  of  no  woman  born. 

Yet  I will  brave  my  fate. — Lay  on  Macduff ; 

And  damn’d  be  he  that  firft  cries.  Hold ! Enough  1 

\They  fight,  Macbeth  falls, 
Macd,  This  for  my  royal  Duncan-, — 

This  for  my  deareft  wife ; — and  this  for  thofe 
pledges  of  our  loves,  my  haplefs  children.— 

heard,  and  retreat  founded,'^ 

Hark, 
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Hark,  a retreat  is  founded — Then  the  day 's  our  own — 
ril  (as  a trophy)  bear  away  his  fword 
To  witnefs  my  revenge.  [Ex//.] 

Mach.  "Tis  done — The  fcene  of  life  will  quickly  clofe, 
Ambition’s  vain' delufive  dreams  are  fled, 

And  now  I wake  to  darknefs,  guilt,  and  horror — 

I cannot  bear  it— Let  me  flaake  it  off — . 

It  wo’not  be — My  foul  is  clog’d  with  blood, 

And  cannot  rife— I dare  not  alk  for  mercy ! — 

It  is  too  late — Hell  drags  me  down — ^I  fink — 

I fink — Oh!  my  foul ’s  loft  for  ever.  . [Z)/Vj.] 

A Jlourljh ; then  Malcolm,  Seyward,  Rofle,  Lenox,  An- 

. ■ .'gus,  Caithnefs,  with  foldiers. 

Mai,  I would  the  friends  we  mifs  were  fafe  arriv’d  1 

Seyw.  Sorne  mu  ft  go  off;  And  yet  by  thefe  I fee 

So  great  a day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduff  h miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

I 

Roffe.  Your  fon,  my  lord,  has  paid  a foldier’s  debt  \ 

He  only  liv’d  but  till  he  was  a man ; 

t 

The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowTs  confirm’d 
« ^ ^ 

In  the  unlhrinking  ftation  where  he  fought, 

But  like  a man  he  died. 

Seyw.  Then  is  he  dead  ? 

‘ RoJ/e.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field : Your  caufeof  forrow 
Muft  not  be  meafur’d  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Seyvj.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Roffe. 
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Rojje,  Yes,  on  the  front.  ' ’ 

Sey%v,  Why  then,  heav’n’s  foldier  be  he  ! 

Had  I as  many  fons  as  1 have  hairs,  - 
I would  n’t  wifli  ’em  to  a fairer  death.  ‘ 

Enter  Macduff  with  Macbeth’ .r  fword^  zuhich  kneeling  he.  fre^ 

fents  to  Malcolm. 

Macd,  Hail,  King  ! for  fo  thou  art. — Behold  where  the 
ufurper  lyes. 

And  though  I fhould  n’t  boafl,  that  one  ' ^ 

(Whom  guilt  might  eafily  weigh  down) 

Fell  by  my  hand,  yet  I prefent  you  with 
The  tyrant’s  fword,  to  ihew  heav’n’s  juflice 
In  allotting  me  fuch  luxury  of  vengeance  ! 

I fee  thee  compafs’d  with  thy  kingdom’s  peers. 

That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  looks, 

Whofe  voices  I defire  aloud  with  mine — 

Hail  Malcolm^  of  Scotland ! 

AIL  Hail  Malcolm,  of  Scotland ! 

MaL  We  fhall  not  make  a large  expence  of  time, 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  fev’ral  loves ; 

Thanes  and  kinfmen, 

Henceforth  be  Earls ; the  firft  that  ever  Scotland- 
Saw  honour’d  with  that  title ; and  may  it  flouriih 
On  your  families  • though  (like  the  laurels 
You  have  won  to  day)  ’tis  fprung  from  fields  of  blood.— 
Drag  hence  the  body,  and  let  it  hang  upon 
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A pinnacle  in  DimfinanCy  to  lliew 
To  future  ages  what  to  thofe  is*  due, 

Who  others  right  by  lawlefs  pow’r  p 

Macd.  Kow  may  kind  fortune  crown-  ycur  reign  with 

As  it  has  blefs’d  your  array  with  fuccefs  ; 

And  may  your  people's  pray'rs  ftill  wait  on  you,  ; 

As  all  their  curfes  did  Macbeth  purfue : 

# 

His  vice  ftiall  make  your  virtue  fliine  more  bright, 

As  a fair  day  fucceeds  a ftorniy  night - / • 
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